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Turaga Vakama, elder of the Mata Nui village of fire, stood оп a high cliff overlooking the beach. 
Far below, Matoran from all over the island were hard at work constructing boats for the long journey 
back home. 

Vakama shook his head. Home. It had been so long since any of them had seen it, and the Matoran 
did not even remember living anywhere but Mata Nui. Only the six village elders recalled when and why 
they first came to the island, and for thousands of years, they had locked that secret away inside 
themselves. 

The Turaga turned at the sound of another’s approach. It was Tahu Nuva, Toa of Fire and leader 
of the heroes of Mata Nui. “How go the labors, Turaga?” He asked. 

“Quite well, Toa Tahu. We will soon have enough boats to carry us all back to the island city of 
Metru Nui. The Po-Matoran are at work widening the tunnels so we can carry the boats to the 
subterranean sea.” 

Tahu nodded as his mind flashed back to the events of the past months. After the final 
confrontation with Makuta, master of shadows, the Toa had discovered a new island far beneath the 
surface of Mata Nui. It sat in the center of a silver sea of protodermis, and they could see few details of it 
from the shore. But Vakama insisted that this place was Metru Nui, the original home of the Matoran, to 
which they must return. 

Even more startling, the Turaga revealed that Metru Nui had once been home to six other Toa, 
heroes who existed long before Tahu and the others ever appeared. But Vakama had said nothing about 
the fate of those early “Toa Metru,” or whether they might still be waiting on Metru Nui. 

“I have been in council with the other Toa,” said Tahu. “І have come to ask you to tell us all about 
this new land, Metru Nui. If we are going to journey there and protect the Matoran from any threats that 
might lurk in that place, we must know everything.” 

Vakama turned and walked away from the cliff. “Indeed you must. But | will warn you, Tahu: The 
tales of Metru Nui are tales of sacrifice, betrayal, great danger, and yes, heroes as well. Their telling may 
change much of what you think you know about myself, the other Turaga, and the Matoran you have 
served all this time.” 

“| — we - are prepared for that, Turaga,” replied Tahu. “The Тоа have gathered at the Great 
Temple of Kini-Nui. They wait only for you.” 

“Then let them wait no longer, Tahu.” 


The seven Тоа — Tahu, Kopaka, Gali, Pohatu, Onua, Lewa and Takanuva - stood silently around the Атаја 
Circle. The Turaga had used that sandpit and the stones within it many times to tell tales of the past and 
future. 


The Turaga of Fire placed the stone representing Mata Nui іп the center of the circle and began. 
“In the time before time, long before any Matoran set foot on the island of Mata Nui, there was a city of 
legends. Hear now the first tale of Metru Nui...” 
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1,000 years ago... 

Kapura walked slowly along the outskirts of the district of Ta-Metru, his eyes scanning the ground. 
Most of the homes and factories in this part of the metru had been abandoned lately, with the residents 
moving closer to the heart of the district. It was Kapura’s job to make sure nothing of importance had 
been left behind. 

He paused in front of a massive, blackened building that had once housed a forge. Here, 
construction tools and other equipment had been cast from molten protodermis before being sent on to 
Po-Metru for finishing. Now, in the interest of safety, that work had been transferred away from the 
outskirts by order of the city’s elder, Turaga Dume. Kapura spotted a disk launcher used in the sport of 
akilini on the ground and bent down to pick it up, only to discover the handle was cracked. He walked 
on. This was an important task, his fellow workers had told him, and important tasks were best done 
slowly and carefully. 

Had Kapura looked up, he would have seen the skyline of Ta-Metru, “home of the makers.” Cone- 
shaped factories, scorched by ages of use, stood next to the homes of smiths and crafters. These were 
the Matoran who molded protodermis, the substance of which everything on Metru Nui was made, into 
thousands of shapes and forms. A molten river of raw protodermis ran through the center of the district, 
drawn from below the city and fed into the Great Furnace. From there, it traveled to each factory to be 
turned into masks, tools, and anything else that might be needed. 

Dominating the skyline was the Coliseum, home to Turaga Dume and the tallest building in all of 
Metru Nui. For as long as anyone could remember, the sight of the Coliseum had brought a feeling of 
safety and security to Matoran. But now... 

Kapura counted slowly as he walked. Six, seven, eight — at least eight of the workers at his factory 
had vanished lately. Where they disappeared to, and why, no one knew. But there were plenty of rumors. 

The Matoran stopped. Something had moved off to the right. It didn’t sound like another Matoran, 
or even a wild Rahi beast. It was a soft, slithering sound, as if something was dragging itself across the 
ground. The sound grew louder and seemed to multiply. Kapura felt the urge to run, but his feet would 
not move. 

He forced himself to turn around and look. Four thick, blackened, twisted vines were snaking 
their way out of cracks in the ground, weaving in the air as if momentarily unsure of what to do. Then 
they wrapped themselves around the empty factory and began to climb, winding around again and again 
until they covered the building from top to bottom. 

Kapura’s eyes widened as the vines started to squeeze. Solid protodermis crumbled before their 
strength. The building groaned and cracked, collapsing in on itself in a matter of seconds. As if satisfied, 
the vines pulled away and began to move toward another structure. 

It was then that Kapura found his voice. But he could speak only one word, and that in a horrified 
whisper: 
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“Morbuzakh.” 


Toa Lhikan, guardian of the city of Metru Nui, stood in the semi-darkness of the Great Temple. He had 
come here many times in the past to remember what had gone before and reflect on the future. This had 
always been a place that had soothed his spirit. But not today. 

The errand that had brought him to one of the most revered sites in Metru Nui was one that 
filled him with sadness and doubt. Many a night he had wondered if there might be some other way, but 
no other answer presented itself. Finally, he admitted that he had no choice. It had to be done, and done 
now, before it was too late. 

Grimly, Lhikan pried open the suva. Then he reached in and took the sixth and last Toa stone off 
its pedestal. 

As he had done five times before, Toa Lhikan placed the stone on a thin sheet of metallic 
protodermis in his open palm. Then he clenched his fist, wrapping the sheet tightly around the stone. 

Behind his yellow Great Mask of Shielding, Lhikan’s eyes narrowed. He knew that he was doing 
far more than taking valuable objects of power. He was taking a step that would change his life, the lives 
of six others, and the very future of Metru Nui. 

He held his other hand over his closed fist and concentrated. Six streams of energy came from 
his hand, then merged into a single white lance of power. It flowed over the wrapped Toa stone, then 
abruptly came to a stop. When Lhikan opened his fist, he saw that the metallic sheet was now sealed 
around the stone. Imprinted upon it was the symbol of the three virtues of the Matoran: Unity, Duty, and 
Destiny. 

Lhikan heard a soft sound behind him and turned quickly. Approaching from out of the darkness 
were two figures, one a four-legged insectoid being, the other a hulking brute. Lhikan knew all too well 
who they were and why they were here. He was already moving as the insectoid began hurling energy 
blasts. 

Fleeing was against Lhikan’s nature, but he had been a Toa long enough to know it did not pay to 
challenge impossible odds. He ran, dodging as the two Dark Hunters attempted to snare him in energy 
webs. As they closed in, the Toa of Fire leaped through a window and plunged into space. 

The insectoid Dark Hunter rushed to the window to watch his enemy fall. Instead, he saw Lhikan 
combine his tools to form a glider board. Seconds later, the Toa was lost from view. 


Nokama stood near the Great Temple, surrounded by her students. As a teacher, she knew it was 
important to get her class out of the classroom now and then, and let them see some of Metru Nui’s 
history for themselves. Using her trident, she pointed out some of the ancient carvings on the walls of the 
temple. 

Behind her, she could hear her students gasp. She turned to see Toa Lhikan. He approached her, 
handed her a small package, and then was gone. Nokama shook her head, wondering what it could all 
mean. 


In a Po-Metru assemblers’ village, Onewa was hard at work finishing a piece of carving. He had been 
laboring in the heat all day, but hardly noticed the time or the effort. It was all worth it when the work 
was done and another fine display of craftsmanship was ready to ship out. He knew that each Po-Matoran 
crafter in the huts around him felt the same, except perhaps Ahkmou. That one seemed more worried 
about how many honors he would receive than how much work he finished. 

Something landed with a sharp thud on the ground at Onewa’s feet. It was a small package wrapped 
in what looked like foil. Onewa looked up just in time to see the departing form of Toa Lhikan. 


Whenua was content. A new shipment of Bohrok had arrived at the Archives. As soon as he was done 
cataloguing the creatures, they would be ready to go on exhibit for all Matoran to see. 
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He worked quickly, sorting through the items іп a pile of artifacts. Some were slated for immediate 
exhibit, others would be sent down to the sublevels, and still more were too damaged to be of any use. 
These would be sent to Ta-Metru to be melted down. 

Whenua was so absorbed by his work that he never heard Toa Lhikan’s approach. The Toa paused 
only long enough to hand the Matoran a small object, then he was gone. Whenua looked in wonder at the 
package, whose covering glittered even in the dim light of the Archives. 


Matau took a deep breath. This was his favorite part of the job — testing new vehicles before they hit the 
streets of Le-Metru. He was, naturally, the best qualified to run them around the test track, being the 
most highly skilled rider in the entire metru... at least, in his opinion. 

Today’s test vehicle was a one-Matoran moto-sled invented by an Onu-Matoran named Nuparu. 
He claimed it would someday replace the Ussal crabs that carried cargo to and fro in Metru Nui. Matau 
was less worried about that than about how fast it could go. 

When the signal was given, Matau worked the controls and the machine began to move. Soon it 
was racing around the test track. Matau smiled, certain that he could coax a little more speed out of 
Nuparu’s machine. He reached out, grabbed one of the controls — and it broke off in his hand. 

Matau’s eyes went wide. Oh, this is not happy-cheer at all, he thought. 

All around him, pieces of the vehicle were flying off as the vehicle spun madly. Finally, only the 
control seat remained, with Matau hanging on to keep from being tossed the length of the track. Sparks 
flew as the lone intact section skidded to a halt, while Matau leaped off at the last possible moment. 

The Matoran managed not to break anything on his landing. As he rose to his feet, he saw he was 
not alone. Toa Lhikan was standing beside him, offering him a gift. Then the Toa was gone. 

Matau looked at the small, heavy item in his hand. Truly an ever-strange day, he said to himself. 


Nuju peered through his telescope. From his vantage point high atop a Ko-Metru tower, he could see the 
sky, the stars, Toa Lhikan gliding toward him — 

Toa Lhikan? 

The lone protector of Metru Nui landed softly beside the Matoran. Without a word, he handed 
Nuju a wrapped Toa stone. Then, secure that the coast was clear, Lhikan leaped from the roof and surfed 
away on the wind. 

Nuju watched him go, wondering what this event might mean for his future. 


Vakama carefully moved a Kanoka disk from his worktable into the fires of the forge. He watched intently 
as the flames softened the disk. When he felt the time was right, he removed it from the heat and began 
to shape it with his firestaff. He smoothed the rough edges of the disk, added eyeholes, and then paused 
to look at the Mask of Power he had created. 

Far below him, a pool of molten protodermis bubbled and hissed. This was the raw material that 
was fed into the forge to be shaped into disks, and later into masks, if the grade of disk was high enough. 
All around was a series of interlocking catwalks, with a great crane suspended above the center of the 
molten vat. 

Vakama held the mask up to the light and searched for flaws in the workmanship. Finding none, 
he placed it on his face. Given that it was a Great Mask, he knew he would not be able to access its 
powers, but he could at least get a sense of whether it was active. But when he donned it, it merely glowed 
dimly before flickering out. 

Disgusted, Vakama took it off and threw it on top of a huge pile of similar masks. At the rate he 
was going, his stack of failures would soon be taller than he was. Shaking his head, he turned to see Toa 
Lhikan standing before him. 

“Making Great Masks, Vakama?” asked the Toa. 

Vakama took a step backward and stumbled. “Toa Lhikan! Um, not yet... but with the right 
disk...” 


“The city needs your help,” said Lhikan, reaching behind him to retrieve something. A moment 
later Vakama saw it was a small package wrapped in a shiny material. 

“My help?” the Matoran said, taking another step backward. He bumped into the discard pile, 
causing the rejected masks to clatter to the floor. 

“Matoran are vanishing,” Lhikan continued urgently. “Deceit lurks in the shadows of Metru Nui.” 

“Toa — so dramatic.” 

Both Lhikan and Vakama turned at the voice. A large, four-legged, insectoid creature stood inside 
the foundry. “Always playing the hero,” the creature hissed. 

“Some of us take our duty seriously, Nidhiki,” growled Lhikan. Then he turned to Vakama, 
gestured to the package, and whispered, “Keep it safe. Get to the Great Temple.” 

Nidhiki raised his claws. “This time your farewell will be forever, brother.” 

“You lost the right to call me brother long ago,” said Lhikan. 

Nidhiki spat blasts of dark energy. Lhikan narrowly evaded them, but one surge of energy struck 
the support for the catwalk, shearing through it. Lhikan was considering his next move when there came 
a crash from above. He looked up to see a mammoth form falling toward him. 

“Time’s up, Toa!” bellowed the plummeting figure. 

Nidhiki smiled as his bestial partner, Krekka, crashed onto the catwalk beside Lhikan. Immediately, 
Toa and Dark Hunter began to grapple. Krekka’s size and strength gave him the edge, but in Lhikan he 
faced the veteran of a thousand conflicts. The Toa waited for the right moment, then sidestepped and 
used Krekka’s force against him. With one smooth motion, Lhikan tossed Krekka over the side of the 
catwalk. 

The Dark Hunter might not have been the brightest being in Metru Nui, but even he knew what 
would happen if he landed in the vat of molten protodermis. His hand shot out and grabbed onto the edge 
of the catwalk, and he began to pull himself back up. 

Lhikan glanced toward Vakama. The Matoran had been watching the struggle, so frozen with shock 
that he had not noticed the damage done by Nidhiki’s earlier blast. But Lhikan could see that the catwalk 
on which Vakama stood was about to collapse. 

“Маката! Move!” he shouted. 

It was already too late. Metal groaned and snapped and the catwalk broke free of its supports, 
sending Vakama sliding toward molten doom. Ignoring the threat of Nidhiki, Lhikan jumped to the broken 
platform and grabbed hold of the Matoran. 

Nidhiki’s eyes narrowed. “Compassion was always your weakness, brother,” he said. 

Lhikan struggled to haul Vakama back up to relative safety. Then he suddenly felt himself seized 
and lifted into the air. The Toa turned to see that Krekka had taken control of the crane, and it was that 
which now dangled Lhikan and Vakama over the bubbling vat. “It’s swim time!” snarled Krekka. 

The Dark Hunter shifted the controls and began to lower the crane toward the vat. Lhikan 
summoned all his strength, and hoisted Vakama high so the Matoran could grab onto the clawlike end of 
the crane. “Don’t let go,” the Toa ordered. 

“Wasn’t planning to,” Vakama replied. 

That had been the easy part. Now Toa Lhikan started to swing his body back and forth like a 
pendulum, trying to build up enough force to execute his only possible plan. He didn’t think about what 
would happen if he failed, or about the molten substance waiting below — his entire focus was on the 
timing and speed of his swing. 

At the crucial moment, Lhikan let go of the crane and went sailing through the air. He landed on 
top of the machine’s cab, much to the surprise of Krekka. Before the Dark Hunter could react, Lhikan 
had shouldered him aside and stopped the crane’s descent. 

The Toa had no chance to celebrate his triumph. An energy web launched by Nidhiki wrapped 
around Lhikan, trapping him. As he struggled in vain to escape, his eyes locked on the Matoran. 

“Маката, the Great Spirit depends on you!” he cried. “Save the heart of Metru Nui!” 


Krekka released ап arc of dark energy that bound the Toa’s hands, but Vakama could no longer 
see. His mind had been overtaken by a vision of the future... 

Time slowing, slowing, almost coming to a stop. A face coming closer, but obscured by waves of elemental 
energy. Now it became clearer... it was Lhikan... but twisted and distorted... and behind him, a pair of red eyes 
that radiated pure evil... 

The horrifying sight snapped Vakama out of his trance, but left him weak and trembling. He glanced 
around dazedly, and was just in time to see Lhikan being dragged off by Krekka and Nidhiki. “Time is 
short!” yelled Lhikan. “Stop the darkness!” 

“No!” Vakama shouted. For, in truth, there was nothing else he could do. 


Near the Fountains of Wisdom іп Ga-Metru, scores of Matoran looked up at a massive screen. 
The wise, benevolent mask of Turaga Dume, elder of the city, gazed down upon them. None paid any 
attention to the transport that crawled by on insectoid legs. Driven by Vahki Bordakh, the order 
enforcement squads of Ga-Metru, it carried several large, silver spheres. 

“Matoran of Metru Nui,” Dume began, his voice and image carried all over the city. “It is with 
deep sorrow that | must inform you of the disappearance of our beloved Toa Lhikan.” 

In Ko-Metru, Ta-Metru, and all around the city, Matoran gasped. Those who attempted to 
approach the screen, or turn away from it, were stopped by Vahki squads. 

“But with the help of the Vahki,” Dume continued, “order shall be maintained. Trust in me and 
soon all your concerns will be laid to rest.” 

The Turaga’s words felt like hot irons to Vakama. Back in his forge, he was looking at the package 
Lhikan had given to him. 

“Toa Lhikan... | failed you,” he said sadly. He undid the foil wrapping to find he was holding a Toa 
stone. It was then he noticed the writing on the metal wrapping, but before he could examine it more 
closely — 

“You should not blame yourself, Vakama.” 

The Matoran turned to see Turaga Dume entering, flanked by a squad of Vahki. A good mask- 
height taller than Vakama, Dume radiated wisdom and a paternal feeling for all Matoran. But the Vahki 
close by were a constant reminder that Dume was the authority in Metru Nui and his words were to be 
obeyed. 

Dume looked around at the chaos left in the wake of Lhikan’s struggle with the Dark Hunters. 
“You are a mask-maker, not a Toa,” he said gently. 

Vakama nodded. While Dume was looking away, he slipped the Toa stone and its wrapping onto 
the already cluttered table behind him. Certain it was well hidden, he went to get a chair for Dume, only 
to get his feet tangled and stumble to the ground. 

“| have come for the Mask of Time,” said Dume. 

Vakama scrambled to his feet. “Yes, ah, well... І am sorry, Turaga. It’s not yet ready. Great Masks 
take time to craft.” 

“Perhaps you are using inferior disks.” 

“| use the finest quality available, Turaga. Only Great Disks are more pure, but they сап only Бе 
retrieved by a Toa.” 

Dume turned away. “Of course. Pity Toa Lhikan is not here to help.” 

Vakama turned and bumped the table, knocking the Toa stone off. Only swift movement let him 
catch it and conceal it again before Dume turned back to him. 

“Bring the completed mask to the Coliseum before the great contest,” the Turaga ordered. “The 
destiny of Metru Nui rests in your hands.” 
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МаКата allowed himself a sigh of relief as the Turaga and his Vahki departed. As soon as they were 
out of sight, he went back to the metal wrapping. On closer examination he could see the writing on it 
was a detailed map — a map of a place every Matoran knew well. 

“The Great Temple...” Vakama whispered. 


As soon as he was able, Vakama slipped away and journeyed to Ga-Metru. But when he arrived at the 
Great Temple, he found to his surprise that there were other Matoran there as well. Five of them, in fact, 
and all strangers to him. 

Matau looked Vakama up and down and said, “Нге-зрисег? Did you wrong-turn?” 

“You tell me,” Vakama replied, opening his hand to reveal the Toa stone he carried. 

Nokama stepped forward and showed that she, too, had a Toa stone. Each of the other Matoran 
did the same. “It seems we are all recipients of Toa Lhikan’s gifts. All similar, yet each unique.” 

“Like us!” said Matau, smiling. “All Matoran — some just more handsome than the rest.” 

Whenua shook his head. “Who’s ever heard of Matoran getting summoned to the Great Temple 
like this?” 

“What will be asked of us?” added Nuju. “We are all just... strangers.” 

“Some stranger than others,” said Onewa. 

Nokama gave the Po-Matoran a sharp look. “Your negativity pollutes this sanctuary, builder.” 

“Save the lessons for your class, teacher,” Onewa spat back. 

Their argument was interrupted by the sudden appearance of a stone shrine, which rose out of 
the floor in front of them. “The Toa Suva!” exclaimed Vakama. 

“When Toa realize their full potential, this suva shrine grants them their elemental powers,” 
Whenua recited from memory. 

Each of the Matoran stepped forward and placed their Toa stone in a niche in the suva. A beam 
of elemental energy shot from the assembled stones. The temple chamber shook as if a great earthquake 
had struck the city. Then, as suddenly as they began, the tremors came to a stop. 

The Matoran looked at one another, bewildered, as the image of Toa Lhikan’s mask appeared in 
the energy beam. The yellow Kanohi Hau hovered in the air. 

“Faithful Matoran, Metru Nui needs you,” the Hau said, speaking in Lhikan’s voice. “A shadow 
threatens its heart. Prove yourselves worthy Toa and fear not. The Great Spirit shall guide you in ways 
you could not imagine.” 

The mask glowed blindingly bright. The Matoran staggered backward as beams of energy shot 
from the mask, bathing them in unimaginable power. The Matoran began to glow, then change. Their 
bodies grew taller and stronger, armor forming where none had been before. Their masks transformed 
from the simple Kanohi of Matoran into Great Masks of Power. 

The hovering mask, now a bright ball of light, suddenly winked out. No sign of its presence 
remained, not even the Toa stones. The six Matoran — now six armored Toa Metru — looked at themselves 
and each other in awe. 

“Are we... Тоа?” asked Onewa, excitement in his voice. 

“If we appear to Бе Toa-heroes, then we аге Toa-heroes!” answered Matau. 

Whenua, once an archivist in Onu-Metru and now the Toa of Earth, voiced the thoughts of them 
all. “Since when are Matoran just zapped into Toa?” 

Nuju, former seer and now Toa of Ice, answered, “When uncertain times lie ahead.” 

Vakama, Ta-Metru’s most skilled mask maker and the new Toa of Fire, looked down at his new 
form. It was hard to believe that this new power had been granted to him. But are we ready for this? Am I? 
Vakama asked himself. He didn’t have an answer. 

Onewa looked around. “Now all we need are —” 

As if in answer, the sides of the raised suva fell away to reveal a cache of Toa tools. “These!” 
shouted Matau. 


The new Тоа rushed over to choose their equipment. Onewa grabbed a pair of proto pitons, 
Nuju twin crystal spikes, and Whenua earthshock drills. Nokama chose a pair of hydro blades, even as 
Matau began practicing with his aero slicers. He executed a series of rapid maneuvers with the sharp tools, 
shouting “Oh yeah!” Halfway through a particularly complicated exercise, one of the blades flew from his 
hand and narrowly missed the new Toa Metru of Water. 

“Need | remind you,” snapped Nokama, “this is about honoring our responsibilities to the Great 
Spirit?” 

Vakama looked over what remained and chose a powerful Kanoka disk launcher. It was a larger 
version of what he had used in the past to play the sport of akilini. The familiarity of it made him feel a 
little more comfortable in his new body. 

Matau, Toa of Air, chuckled. “Nice choice — for playing Matoran games, mask maker.” 

“Hey, look at this,” Onewa, the new Toa Metru of Stone, said. He reached into the tool 
compartment and emerged with six Kanoka disks. Each was a different color, and each bore the likeness 
of a Mask of Power. But what drew the attention of the new heroes was that the masks matched the ones 
they now wore. 

“What does it mean?” asked Nokama, Toa Metru of Water. 

“Perhaps that we were not chosen at random for this?” Vakama suggested. “Perhaps this is our 
destiny.” 

“What did Toa Lhikan say we could expect, Vakama? What are we meant to do now that we are 
Toa?” asked Whenua. Nokama and Onewa drew in closer, anxious to hear the answer as well. 

“He said -” Vakama began. 

“Speak up, fire-spitter!” said Onewa. 

“He told me to stop the darkness... that І had to save the heart of Metru Nui,” Vakama replied. 
“Then the Dark Hunters took him away... it was because of me.” 

Then, suddenly, his mind was somewhere else. He could see day being consumed by night, Metru 
Nui collapsing into ruin, then miraculously restored. Six Kanoka disks flew at him from out of the darkness, 
forcing him to duck and dodge. They shot past him, then hovered in the air and unleashed their power on 
the Morbuzakh plant. Before their energies, the plant withered and died. Their task done, the Great Disks 
merged together to form a single one of immense power, and... 

Then the vision was gone. But the chill inside Vakama told him it had not just been an idle 
daydream. “Metru Nui was destroyed. | saw it! The six Great Kanoka Disks were headed right for me, 
and...” 

“Thanks for dream-sharing,” Matau said, shaking his head. 

“No, we must find them. They can defeat the Morbuzakh and free the city from danger. That 
would prove we are worthy to be Toa Metru!” Vakama continued. 

The others looked at him, some doubtful, some evidently willing to believe. They had all heard 
the tales of the Great Disks before. It was said they contained enormous power, but the only clue to their 
location was that one was hidden in each metru. If the disks were used by someone with good intent, they 
could change the world for the better. If their user was evil, Metru Nui and all its inhabitants might be 
erased forever. 

“Then find them we shall,” said Nokama. “І saw a carving in the temple that might help us. 
Something about finding the Great Disks by seeking the unfamiliar within the familiar. But the rest seemed 
to be... riddles. What do you think, Vakama?” 

But the Toa of Fire was not listening. In his mind’s eye, he saw six Matoran, each with a Great 
Disk. He knew their names but could not see their faces. Worse, the shadows behind them were alive 
with danger. Vakama could see a pair of fierce red eyes hovering in the darkness and a four-legged creature 
stalking the Matoran. He had seen that figure before, in real life, struggling with Toa Lhikan. Vakama knew 
how powerful and evil this being was, and the memory made him shudder. 
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“Nuhrii... Orkahm... Увод... Ahkmou... Ehrye... Tehutti,’ Vakama muttered. “They сап 
decipher the riddles. They can help us find the Great Disks. But beware of a dark hunter who walks on 
four legs.” 

“You have spent too much time at the forge, fire-spitter,” answered Onewa. “Your head needs 
cooling down.” 

“| trust Маката,” Nokama said. “If he believes those six Matoran can help us find the disks, then 
we must seek them out. When we have found them, we will meet back here. Good luck to us all.” 

If my vision is true, thought Vakama, we will need far, far more than luck. 


The Toa Metru said their farewells and went their separate ways. Only Nokama and Vakama remained 
behind, staring up at the Great Temple. 

“Маката, do you really think Metru Nui is in danger? Perhaps from something more frightening 
than the Morbuzakh?” 

“| know there is darkness coming,” Vakama replied. “Тоа Lhikan said we had to stop it. He said 
we had to save the ‘heart of the city.’ | don’t know how or why, but we have been chosen.” 

“Then may the Great Beings protect us all,” said the Toa of Water. 


In another section of the city, a Matoran was also thinking about the dreaded Morbuzakh plant. The vines 
had been appearing on the outskirts of the city for some time, wrecking structures and forcing residents 
to flee. No one knew where they came from or how to stop them. All that was known was that everyone 
who challenged the Morbuzakh vanished, never to be seen again. 

But this particular Matoran wasn’t worried about the damage the plant was causing. Instead, all 
his attention was focused on a tablet decorated with a most interesting carving. The picture showed the 
combined power of six disks defeating a gigantic Morbuzakh root. Disks — called Kanoka in the Matoran 
language — were a common sight in Metru Nui. They were created in every metru and used primarily for 
sport, as well as for defense against the wild beasts called Rahi. Disks found to be right purity and power 
level were forged into Masks of Power. But the disks in the carving could not simply be any old Kanoka, 
the Matoran knew. These had to be the six Great Disks of legend. 

Under the picture of each Great Disk was inscribed the section of the city where it could be 
found and the name of a Matoran: Nuhrii, Ankmou, Vhisola, Tehutti, Ehrye and Orkahm. 

When he was done examining the carving, the Matoran turned to Nidhiki, the strange, four-legged 
being who had brought it. “What is it I’m supposed to do?” 

“І would think it would be obvious,” hissed Nidhiki from the shadows. “Get the six Great Disks. 
І don’t care how. Then give them to me and | will take them somewhere... safe.” 

The Matoran frowned. “If they truly exist, these are the six most powerful Kanoka disks in Metru 
Nui. They would be beyond price. What do І get out of this?” 

“You will be well paid, Matoran,” Nidhiki replied, smiling in a particularly nasty way. “Plus you get 
one more benefit, if you’re successful: | won’t come looking for you.” 

“All right, all right. | get the idea. But why is this so important? Even if these Matoran could get 
their hands on the Great Disks, they wouldn’t dare to try to stop the Morbuzakh themselves.” 

“It’s not Matoran we’re worried about,” came the answer. “It’s so-called heroes — Toa Metru. Six 
Toa Metru.” 

With that, Nidhiki was gone. The Matoran watched him go, thinking, Six Тоа Metru? How is that 
possible? 
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Тоа Nokama turned and began walking farther into Ga-Metru. All was quiet. This was traditionally 
the most peaceful section of Metru Nui, home to scholars and scientists. Often the only sound that could 
be heard was the rush of the protodermis falls. 

Ga-Matoran passed her on the street, looking up with awe and wonder. Some were old friends, 
but no one seemed to recognize her. When she did stop someone and say hello, the Matoran shied away 
from her and scurried off. 

Nokama frowned. She had never nursed any dreams of becoming a Toa. She enjoyed her life as a 
teacher in Ga-Metru, gaining new wisdom each day and passing it on to others. Her happiest moments 
had been spent in a classroom or showing her students the ancient carvings at the protodermis fountains. 
Now that she was a “hero,” she was starting to realize what a lonely role it could be. 

At least my first task will not Бе a hard опе, she thought. Vhisola will gladly help me. 

As she walked along the canals past the beautiful temples of Ga-Metru, she remembered when 
she had first met her friend. Vhisola had been a student in one of Nokama’s classes. The Ga-Matoran had 
been eager to learn, almost too eager. In her enthusiasm, she always seemed to make some mistake or 
other. Then she would get flustered and make another and another, until her project was a mess. 

Eventually, Nokama realized that if she spent extra time with Vhisola, the Matoran did better 
work. They became friends and still were, even if sometimes it was a stormy friendship. The more time 
they spent together, the more time Vhisola wanted to spend. If Nokama said she was too busy to practice 
akilini or explore the canals that day, Vhisola would sulk. 

Their last argument had been a bad one, but Nokama was certain they had patched things up. 
Certainly Vhisola would not hesitate to help if she knew the fate of the city depended upon it. 

Nokama rapped on the door of Vhisola’s small home. No one answered. When she rapped again, 
one of the neighbors emerged and said, “Who are you?” 

“I'm -” Nokama began, then hesitated. If she gave her name, she would probably have to give a 
long explanation of why she was no longer а Matoran. Instead, she replied, “I’m the Toa of Water. Have 
you seen Vhisola?” 

“A Toa? Here?” said the Ga-Matoran excitedly. “І know of Toa Lhikan, of course, but | have never 
met a Toa up close. Where did you come from? Are you here to stay?” 

“Please, just answer my question. Have you seen Vhisola today?” 

The Ga-Matoran shook her head. “No, not lately. Is she in some trouble?” 

“I hope not,” Nokama said. She tried the door, but it was locked. Still, she was now a Toa, and 
much stronger than before. A little bit of force and the door flew open. 

Although they had known each other a long time, Nokama had never been inside Vhisola’s home. 
Now she saw why. Every inch of the walls was covered with carvings of Nokama, records of her 
achievements, copies of awards she had won. There was nothing in the room to say that Vhisola even 
lived there. 


Once the shock had passed, Nokama began to look around for any sign of where Vhisola might 
have gone. Her eye was caught by lights flashing on a table. Coming closer, she saw that the lights were 
part of a map of Ga-Metru. Certain sections lit up, flashed for an instant, then went dark again. With no 
better idea, Nokama moved her hand from section to section as they lit, hoping to find a pattern. 

There was a sound of stone grinding against stone. Then the center of the map opened up and a 
tablet rose from inside the table. Nokama picked it up and saw it was Vhisola’s journal. She almost put it 
back — then she remembered the real fear in Vakama’s face when he spoke of his visions. If Metru Nui 
was in danger, Nokama could not afford to ignore any possible clue. 

She scanned the last few entries and found nothing of note. But the last left her numb with fear. 
It read: “Ас first, | couldn’t believe it when І heard Nokama was a Toa. Now that she is a hero, she will 
never have any time for me. I’ve spent so much time practicing my akilini and trying to do better 
schoolwork, all to impress her... and now she will just want to spend time with her new Toa friends. 
Well, ПІ show her. Once І get my hands оп that Great Disk, "Бе the one people have to look up to. She 
will be the one they ignore!” 

She knows I’m a Toa? How...? Oh, Vhisola, Nokama said to herself. І never meant to ignore you. You 
don’t know the danger you could be in. 

There was no time to worry or regret. There were only two other places Vhisola spent time at, 
the school and the akilini practice field. There was no practice scheduled for today, so maybe she was in 
class. If she wasn’t, it might already be too late. 

Nokama turned to leave, then stopped. Out the window, she could see the familiar, spiderlike 
shapes of Vahki moving down the avenue. They enforced the law and kept order in Metru Nui, but even 
so, the sight of them had always filled Nokama with an unnamed dread. Vhisola’s neighbor was talking to 
the squad leader. 

Maybe she sent for them, Nokama thought. Maybe she doesn’t believe І am a Toa - especially since І 
can hardly believe it myself. 

The Vahki would want to bring her to Turaga Dume for questioning, and there was no time for 
that. She would have to get away from them. 

Outside the house, the Ga-Matoran neighbor was doing her best to make the Vahki understand. 
“She said she was a Toa. Well, how do І know that’s what she is? Maybe it’s some trick of the Morbuzakh. 
Anyway, | know my duty, so І sent for you.” 

The Vahki nodded and signaled to the others in its squad to surround the house. Once certain 
that its stun staff was fully charged, it headed for Vhisola’s home. 

Nokama chose that moment to burst out of the door. Before the Vahki could react, she rushed 
past them and dove into the protodermis canal. Extending her hydro blades in front of her, she knifed 
through the liquid. The Vahki wasted no time in pursuing, taking to the sky to follow her course. 

No Matoran could hope to outdistance a Vahki, but a Toa was another matter. Her Toa tools 
gave her an edge in speed, though she knew it would not be enough. She would have to rely on her most 
powerful advantage — her knowledge of Ga-Metru. 

Up ahead, the canal continued toward the Great Temple, but there was a narrow branch to the 
left that fed protodermis into a central reservoir. Nokama glanced over her shoulder. The Vahki were 
temporarily out of sight. She whipped around the corner and down the feeder branch, plunging into the 
reservoir far below. 

Nokama dove deep into the cool protodermis, then kicked hard and broke the surface. The 
reservoir was a huge, circular chamber, lit by lightstones embedded in the ceiling. Every sound echoed 
and re-echoed in the chamber, from the lapping of the waves to Nokama’s breathing. But the one sound 
she did not hear was Vahki up above. 

Satisfied that they had given up, Nokama dove down to the bottom of the tank and swam into 
another feeder branch. The other Toa have probably already found their Matoran, she thought. How they will 
laugh when they hear of the difficulty | had! 


Vhisola’s classes were held in one of the many ornate domes that dotted Ga-Metru. Her instructor was 
little help but did suggest that perhaps the Matoran had closeted herself in the lab to finish some overdue 
work. 

It was only a short walk to the lab, but for some reason Nokama felt she had to run. The sight of 
the door blown off its hinges told her she was already too late. The inside of the lab looked worse. 
Furniture was overturned, tablets scattered and smashed as if a windstorm had torn through the place. A 
lab worker was doing her best to straighten up when Nokama entered. 

“What happened here?” 

The Matoran jumped. “Don’t do that! You startled me! | thought that... thing had come back here 
again.” 

“I'm sorry,” Nokama said, realizing that her new appearance probably was a bit intimidating. 
“What ‘thing’ are you talking about?” 

“| don’t know. Four legs, some kind of claw tool — ripped the place apart. Не stole all of Vhisola’s 
research notes, all except one.” The Matoran pointed to a shattered tablet on the ground. Nokama knelt 
down and began sifting through the fragments, matching the carvings on them together like a puzzle. When 
she was done, there was an image of a huge Morbuzakh root and six Great Disks bringing it down. Beneath 
each disk was written the Metru it came from and a three-digit code. 

Vakama was right! There is a connection between the Great Disks and the Morbuzakh. But why would 
anyone want to stop us from ending that threat? 

Then she caught sight of something else, half hidden by an overturned bench. It was a map of the 
Le-Metru chute system, stamped with the name Orkahm. What would this be doing here? Nokama 
wondered. 

She looked up at the lab worker, who was watching her intently. “The rest of her notes — have 
you seen them?” 

“Hey, І just take care of the lab. | never -” 

Nokama rose to her full height. Looking down on the Matoran, she repeated slowly: “Have you 
seen them?” 

The Matoran’s gaze dropped to the floor. “All right. She showed them to me once. Said something 
about a Great Disk making her somebody. Her notes were all about the Morbuzakh, but they didn’t make 
any sense to me. She made copies of everything and said she was taking them home.” 

“For the sake of Ga-Metru and the whole city, | hope they are still there,” said Nokama. 


She returned to Vhisola’s home through the canals. As she feared, there was still a Vahki patrolling the 
area. Reasoning with it would be a waste of time. Vahki didn’t listen. They were trained to see movement 
and to react. She needed a distraction. 

Well, | am supposed to be the Toa of Water, she said to herself. Let us see if that is only a name. 

It was the hardest thing Nokama had ever attempted. Extending her twin tools, she strained to 
draw moisture from the air. At one point, she thought for sure she would black out and drift away on the 
canal. But finally, she could feel one of the most powerful of elements coming under her control. Two 
narrow streams of water were all she could manage at first, but they were enough. She targeted a bit of 
ornamentation on a house down the avenue. The water struck head-on, knocking it from its perch with a 
resounding crash. The Vahki paused, turned and moved off to investigate. 

Nokama bolted for the house. Inside, she searched frantically for any possible hiding place. The 
four-legged creature had obviously not been here, unless he had suddenly grown neater. But where had 
Vhisola hidden the notes? What would be the one place that would be special to her? 

Then her eyes settled on the largest picture of herself. Nokama almost dreaded being proven 
right, but she was — behind the picture was a safe with three dials. There was no time to try to guess the 
combination. It had to be one of the codes that had been on the tablet, or her search would end in failure. 
At first, she considered using the Ga-Metru code, but that almost seemed too obvious. She tried the Ta- 
Metru code, the Onu-Metru code, the Po-Metru code, and the others, all to no end. But when she spun 
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the dial to the three digits of the Ga-Metru code, the door swung open. Inside was a pile of tablets, all 
with Vhisola’s distinctive carvings on them. Nokama glanced at each one until she found the crucial piece 
of information. It was a carving of the Great Temple with a powerful disk pictured beside it. It had been 
there all the time! 

Vhisola must have gone there to retrieve the Great Disk, thought Моката. But if she doesn’t know about 
that four-legged monster... 

Nokama turned and raced out of the house. She didn’t even worry that the Vahki might pursue 
her again. Let it follow me! | could use the help! 

As she sped through the canals heading for the Great Temple, Nokama remembered one of her 
first conversations with Vhisola. “Everyone has a special talent,” she had told the Matoran. “You simply 
һауе to discover the one that is yours.” Now that she knew Vhisola’s plan had been to take the Great 
Disk for herself and use it for personal gain, she wondered if the Matoran’s “special talent” was deception. 

She emerged from the canals near the temple but was stopped short by the sight of a crowd of 
Matoran some distance away. They were craning their necks to look up at one of the tall buildings, pointing 
and shouting. Nokama rushed over to them. “What is it? What’s happening?” 

“It’s Vhisola!” one shouted. “On top of that building! She’s going to fall!” 

The Toa of Water looked up. There was Vhisola, teetering on the edge of a roof. The Matoran 
wasn’t going to be able to maintain her balance for long. Nokama felt helpless. She wasn’t a climber, she 
could never scale the building in time. 

She turned and leaped into the canal, extending her hydro blades in front of her. Her momentum 
carried her forward, skiing across the surface of the canal. Just before reaching a bridge, Nokama dove 
beneath the surface. She sped through the winding protodermis pipe, down a grade, and back up at 
incredible velocity. Powered by her fear for Vhisola’s life, she flew out of the end of the pipe and soared 
high into the air, angling her body so she would land on the same roof as the Matoran. 

Vhisola saw her coming, rocked a little and started to fall. Nokama swooped down, caught the 
Matoran with one arm and the edge of the roof with the other and hauled them both to safety. If she 
expected gratitude, she was disappointed. “You,” said Vhisola. “І knew it would be you. Now that you’re 
а Toa Metru, you'll just cast an even longer shadow over me.” 

“Vhisola, whatever you think, we can deal with it later. | need that Great Disk!” 

“Everyone wants my disk,” said Vhisola. “Some four-legged thing — not a Rahi, | don’t know what 
it was — chased me through the streets. | had to hide up here to get away from him. | never should have 
paid attention to that note.” 

“What note?” 

Vhisola produced two small tablets. On the first was a jumble of Matoran numbers, on the second 
a code key. “Here. Let’s see if you can decode it faster than | did.” 

It took Nokama a few long moments, but finally she was able to read the message. It said: “Beware. 
The Toa serve the Morbuzakh. They must not find the Great Disks. Meet me at the protodermis falls with 
your disk and | will keep it safe. Ahkmou.” 

Nokama suddenly felt very cold. “Come on, Vhisola. We need to have a long talk with some 
friends of mine.” 
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Ask а Ga-Matoran ог а Ko-Matoran, and they would say Ta-Metru was the harshest, least 
hospitable spot in all of Metru Nui. The searing heat of the forges and the Great Furnace, the heavy smell 
of molten protodermis, the constant sound of crafters hammering away — to Matoran from the quieter 
districts, Ta-Metru was a nightmare. 

Vakama, Toa of Fire, would have agreed with that opinion right now, if he’d had a moment to 
think. Instead, he was diving and rolling to avoid white-hot protodermis flowing from a vat high above. An 
accidental overflow or leak was always bad news, but in this case, it was far worse than that. Vakama 
glanced up. Yes, the Morbuzakh vines were still there, trying hard to rip the protodermis vat off its chain 
and hurl it to the ground. If they succeeded, there might not be much left of this section of Ta-Metru. 

The Toa’s mind raced. Morbuzakh vines had never been this far inside a Metru. Protodermis vats 
on their way to a forge should never stall long enough for anything to grab hold of them. But both had 
happened, and just when Vakama arrived in search of a missing mask maker. Ta-Matoran workers were 
running for cover. But if enough hot protodermis hit the ground, there would be no place to hide. It would 
burn through anything in its path unless Vakama found a way to stop it. 

Right. Sounds easy, thought the new Toa Metru. Only how do І do it? І can’t keep ducking and dodging. 
The vat is too high up to reach by climbing. Not that the Morbuzakh will let me get close enough anyway. Unless... 

Matau had made fun of his choice of a disk launcher for a Toa tool. But right now, Vakama felt 
like it was the wisest decision he had ever made. He looked at the three-digit code on one of his disks. 
The first digit identified where it was made, the second its power, the third its power level. This was a 
level 5 freeze disk. Better still, the disk had been made in Ko-Metru, which meant it carried an extra 
surprise for the Morbuzakh vines. 

Vakama rolled, came up in a crouch, aimed, and let the disk fly. As he expected, the Morbuzakh 
vines reacted instantly, swiping at the spinning object. But Ko-Metru disks were made to swerve at high 
speed to avoid any obstacle. The Morbuzakh grasped only empty air as the disk flew onto its target. 
Impact! The disk hit the gears above the vat head on, freezing them solid and stopping the tilt. The vines 
snaked back up to the vat but recoiled violently when they touched the ice. 

Vakama took the hint. He launched another disk at one of the vines. When it struck, veins of frost 
began to travel the length of the blackened tendril. The other vines writhed frantically in the air, then all 
of them retreated back through a crack in the ground. The Toa Metru of Fire let out a long sigh of relief. 
The forge was safe, and more importantly, he had learned that Morbuzakh hated the cold. He was puzzling 
over what that might mean when the control room attendant came rushing over. “That was... amazing!” 
said the Ta-Matoran. “І thought we had seen the last of the Toa when Lhikan disappeared. If you hadn’t 
been here —” 

“| did what | had to do,” said Vakama quietly. He wasn’t used to being seen as a hero and wasn’t 
sure if he would ever feel comfortable about being one. “What happened? | thought that the vats never 
stopped moving.” 


“Come and see,” said the attendant grimly. Макапа followed him into the forge control center. 
The foreman pointed to an ugly burn on one of the panels. “That’s what happened. Some four-legged 
monster broke in and fried the controls with a burst of energy.” 

Vakama knelt down for a closer look. Some components had been damaged, but they could be 
repaired. That was not half as interesting as the scattered protodermis dust he saw on the floor near the 
damaged portion. He had seen dust like that once before, on a visit to Po-Metru, but this glittered in the 
light. Іс was only upon closer examination that he spotted the crushed Ko-Metru knowledge crystals mixed 
with the dust. 

The Toa Metru glanced up at the attendant. “І think І can fix this, if you сап do a favor for me. I’m 
looking for a mask maker named Миһгі. He wasn’t at his home or at his forge. Have you seen him?” 

“Yes. He was here this morning,” the attendant replied. “He was looking for a Great Mask he 
made. It was tossed as flawed, but he said someone told him the mask was fine. He wanted to retrieve it 
before it went into the furnace for meltdown.” 

“Did he find it?” 

“It’s not here. Must still be on the reject pile, so | sent him over there. Nuhrii was talking pretty 
crazy, though. Said if he couldn’t find the mask, he knew where there was a Kanoka disk that could make 
the greatest mask anyone had ever worn. | guess he’s been working a little too hard.” 

“Yes, | guess so,” Vakama replied, not at all convinced Nuhrii was crazy. More likely, the Matoran 
was walking into a trap — or getting ready to spring one. 


The Toa of Fire thought hard as he walked. The walls of Nuhrii’s home had been lined with tablets, 
souvenirs of his work. Each tablet showed an image of a Kanohi mask and the Kanoka disk from which it 
had been made. One of the tablets had been smashed on the floor, and a failed attempt made to put it 
back together. The forge attendant had said Nuhrii had made a flawed mask. Vakama guessed it was the 
tablet featuring that mask that had been broken in anger. When Nuhrii heard the mask was in fact perfect, 
he tried to put the tablet back together before rushing off to find the Kanohi. 

That still left a few questions. Who had discovered the mask was still a good one and notified 
Nuhrii? And was the note the Matoran had received the truth or simply bait to lure him into a trap? 
Vakama hoped to find the answer at the huge, fenced-in lot just ahead. Its official name was Protodermis 
Reclamation Center, but to every mask maker in Ta-Metru, it was a graveyard. No matter how many 
hours of work had gone into a mask, a single, tiny flaw could ruin it. Then it would be transported here, 
to sit on top of a pile of other broken, useless masks until it could be fed to the furnace and melted down. 
It was the one place no mask maker ever wanted to visit. A single guard stood at the gate. The bored look 
on his face disappeared when he saw a Toa coming toward him. “Who are you?” he asked. 

“| am Toa Vakama.” It felt so strange to say it. “Toa Metru of Fire. | need to get inside.” 

“I'm sorry, but І have orders from Turaga Dume. No опе is allowed in. | don’t want trouble with 
the Vahki.” 

“But you let Nuhrii in, didn’t you? He’s in danger, and | have to find him. Please open the gate.” 

“| can’t! | could lose my job!” 

Vakama frowned. This argument was taking too much time. The guard was obviously more afraid 
of the Vahki than he was of making a Toa angry. And why wouldn’t he be? No Toa would ever harm an innocent. 

“Then | will open it for you,” the Toa of Fire said. Concentrating harder than he ever had in his 
life, Vakama willed a narrow jet of flame from his hand. In an instant it had melted the lock into slag. “You 
did your job. Now | have to try and do mine.” 

The yard was quiet. Vakama walked past piles of Kanohi masks and other artifacts, all waiting 
behind the fences for their time in the Great Furnace. Some looked perfect to the naked eye, their flaws 
visible only to a truly skilled crafter. Others were badly mangled. So focused was he on scanning the 
damaged items that he almost tripped over something in his path. When he regained his footing, he saw 
it was a Mask of Shielding someone had left lying in the path. Vakama bent down and picked it up. It looked 
familiar somehow, but he couldn’t quite place it. 


Then it struck him. The angle of the mask, the ridges around the eyepieces... these were marks 
of Nuhrii’s work. Was this the mask the Matoran had been seeking, now cast aside as if it were worthless? 

“Everyone seems to want that Kanohi today,” said a Matoran behind him. Vakama turned to see 
the reclamation center caretaker approaching. “Nuhrii was here looking for it just a short while ago.” 

“But he didn’t take it with him?” asked Vakama. “Why not?” 

“Look for yourself. That mask has a hairline crack in the base,” the caretaker replied, pointing to 
a barely visible flaw. “I’ve been doing this so long | can spot a bad one from a long way away. Mask maker 
must have cooled it too fast. Anyway, Nuhrii took one look at it, threw it down, and left. He was muttering 
something about forging the most powerful Kanohi ever made and showing up some other crafter. 
Vakama, | think his name was.” 

Me? Why would he want to outdo me? Vakama thought. Sure, | had fewer masks wind up here, and 
Turaga Dume did ask me to craft a special Kanohi for him. But | never knew Nuhrii would be so jealous of that. 
After all, | learned so much from him. 

“| guess masks aren’t the only things that can hide their flaws,” the Toa of Fire said. “Do you have 
any idea where he’s gone?” 

The caretaker handed over a tablet. “He dropped this on his way out.” Vakama’s eyes flew across 
the stone. There was no signature on the note, just some smudges of liquid protodermis. It read: 


Nuhrii, 
Come to the abandoned mask maker’s house іп the northern reaches. You'll learn a valuable secret there 
— how to turn a Great Disk into a Kanohi mask that will live in legend. Come alone. Tell no one. 


Vakama’s mind reeled for a moment. He could see Nuhrii surrounded by shadowy tentacles that were 
reaching for him, grabbing him, squeezing the breath from the Matoran. Somehow, the Toa knew this 
danger was real, and it was happening now! The caretaker watched Vakama race off and shook his head. 
Then he turned to the pile of broken masks and said: “Everyone’s in such a hurry. Everyone except me... 
and all of you. Мегге іп no rush to get where we’re going, right?” 

The Matoran laughed then, but Vakama was too far away to hear. 


The Toa of Fire scanned his surroundings. He couldn’t believe anything could make Nuhrii come here. 
This was a place no Ta-Matoran ever wandered, not if they hoped to see the twin suns rise again. This 
had once been one of the most active sections of Ta-Metru. Vakama could remember riding the chutes 
here to see friends just a short time ago, but it seemed like ages had passed. Now the whole neighborhood 
was desolate and abandoned, surrendered to the power of the Morbuzakh. Half the buildings were 
reduced to rubble and the rest did not look much better. Vakama walked carefully, avoiding the chunks 
of solid protodermis that littered the street. Only the skittering of little Rahi among the wreckage broke 
the silence. Most of the Matoran who had lived here had fled, finding refuge with friends in the heart of 
the Metru. Those who had chosen to stay were never seen or heard from again. Turaga Dume had 
declared the whole area off-limits, but soon found he did not need to dispatch Vahki to guard the place. 
No Matoran wanted to travel here. 

Except Nuhrii, Vakama reminded himself. But even if he is here, | may be too late to save him. 

As if in answer, a voice shouted: “Help!” It came from an abandoned crafter’s home farther down 
the street. Vakama broke into a run, then stopped short when he saw the twin Morbuzakh vines slithering 
toward the same building. They were moving too quickly. He could never hope to outrace them. 

“Help!” 

Vakama loaded his last disk into the launcher and hoped he was making the right decision. He had 
never used this particular kind of disk before or even forged a mask from one. Its power was the least 
predictable and might make a bad situation worse. But there wasn’t any other choice. The disk shot 
through the air and struck the first vine, then began a sweeping arc that would bring it back to Vakama. 
On its way, it clipped the second vine, just as the Toa Metru had hoped it would. Before his eyes, both 
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vines began to shimmer and fade. Then they were gone, teleported somewhere else іп Metru Nui. Vakama 
hoped he had not just created a greater danger for someone else to deal with. 

The door to the house was unlocked. As soon as it was opened, a cloud of protodermis dust flew 
out, blinding and choking Vakama. When he could see again, he discovered the way in was blocked by 
rubble. 

“Who’s there? Help me! I’m trapped back here!” It was Nuhrii’s voice, coming from somewhere 
beyond the pile of protodermis. The Morbuzakh vines had brought down the roof and were no doubt 
getting ready to start on the walls when the Toa Metru showed up. For a moment, Vakama considered 
using his elemental power to melt through the obstacle. But his powers were so new, he had too little 
control over them. Make a mistake and the whole district might burn. No, he would have to do it the 
hard way, block by block. 

Vakama removed one chunk of protodermis, but when he took out a second, the rubble shifted 
and more fell from the roof. “Hey, watch it!” Nuhrii shouted. “What are you trying to do?” Vakama began 
again, proceeding more carefully. He shifted a block, paused, shifted it some more, until he was certain it 
wouldn’t cause a collapse. It took a lot of careful work, but he finally managed to create a big enough 
opening for Nuhrii to crawl through. The Matoran was coated in dust but did not seem hurt. 

“I thought | would never get out of there,” said Nuhrii. Then he looked up at his rescuer for the 
first time. “Wakama! You!” 

“Are you all right? What were you doing here?” 

“Okay, why shouldn’t | tell you? | came here to learn how to turn a Great Disk into а Mask of 
Power you could never dream of making. Then | would be the one others came to for the important 
Kanohi.” 

In all the time Vakama had worked as a mask maker, he had never once raised his voice. It had 
been Nuhrii who first hired him as a mask-making apprentice and Nuhrii who had taught him the basic 
skills. But now, as Vakama thought of all he had been through to find the Matoran, he felt anger rise in 
him. 

“Look around you, Nuhrii,” the Toa said harshly. “Look at what the Morbuzakh has done to our 
city! This is no time to be thinking of personal glory. Everyone has to work together to stop this menace. 
That Great Disk you have is the key to saving Metru Nui. | don’t know how, but it is. You have to tell me 
where to find it!” 

Nuhrii looked shocked. It took him a moment before he could speak, but when he did, his tone 
was that of а Matoran ashamed. “The Great Disk? | – | didn’t know. Yes, | will gladly help you find it.” The 
two left the house and started walking out of the abandoned zone. Although Nuhrii spoke under his 
breath, Vakama could hear him saying: “We'll get the disk. We'll stop the Morbuzakh. And everyone will 
know that | saved Metru Nui!” 

The Toa Metru of Fire shook his head. 
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Whenua stood before the south gate of the Onu-Metru Archives, about at the end of his patience. 

“All right. For the fourth time, | am Whenua. | worked here my whole life. | need to get inside 
and find Tehutti before he does something we are all going to regret a whole lot.” 

He waited for an answer from the gate guard, who did not look impressed by the sight of a Toa 
Metru of Earth. Whenua considered finding another access to the Archives, but given that they covered 
almost the entire Metru, it could be a long chute ride to another gateway. And there was no guarantee 
the guard there would be any more cooperative. 

“Okay, you look like a Toa,” said the guard. “Вис not any Toa I’ve ever seen. And Whenua? 
Whenua is an archivist and he sure doesn’t carry twin drills like yours. If you don’t want to give me your 
real name, fine, but | can’t let just anyone in here.” 

Whenua did his best to hold his temper. It would take too long to explain about how artifacts 
called Toa Stones transformed six Matoran into Toa Metru, even assuming the guard would believe that. 
Even more frustrating was the fact that his Great Mask of Power might prove a help here, but he didn’t 
even know what that power might be yet. 

“Can you at least tell me if Tehutti is here?” 

The guard chuckled. “Tehutti’s always here, Toa ‘Whenua’. He spends his whole life down with 
the exhibits. He showed up here all excited about some shipment or another, probably another Rahi only 
its mother could love. But there’s nothing on the ship schedule for today.” 

Whenua frowned. When he had first found out Tehutti was missing, he went to the archivist’s 
home. There he found a note offering an exotic Rahi for the Archives in exchange for a Great Disk. The 
note featured a crude drawing of the Rahi and was signed by a Ga-Metru Matoran named Vhisola. From 
the sound of things, Tehutti had rushed right over to make the exchange. 

The Toa Metru of Earth made his decision. He rushed past the guard and went to the doorway. 
“Call the Vahki if you want to, | have to get in there. Now where did they hide those levers today?” 

While the guard protested, Whenua ran his hands over the surface of the doorway. The Archives 
boasted a unique security system. Each door had three hidden levers whose location was changed every 
day. They had to be thrown in the right combination for the door to open and that changed every day, 
too. Every Onu-Matoran believed it to be the perfect protection against intruders. 

“Go ahead,” said the guard. “Мо one has ever made it past that door. You won’t stand a -” 
Whenua threw the levers, one, two, three. The great door opened with a hiss. The Toa of Earth turned 
toward the guard and said: “What was that? Couldn’t hear you over the door opening.” 


To Whenua, the Onu-Metru Archives were more than a storehouse or a museum. In his eyes, they were 
more magnificent than the crystal Knowledge Towers of Ko-Metru, the Great Temple and the sculpture 
fields of Po-Metru all put together. The main floors extended for a great distance in every direction and 
when they had taken up most of the space in the metru, work had begun on the lower levels and 


subbasements. The Archives now occupied the subterranean depths of the city, extending far beyond the 
boundaries of Onu-Metru. 

Nor could it be said that the Archives were “finished.” As more exhibits were added, Onu- 
Matoran workers continued to dig deeper and deeper down to find space to house them. Over time, they 
and the archivists had become so accustomed to the dim light underground that the brightness of the twin 
suns was hard on their eyes. 

On the outside, the Archives looked grim and imposing. Inside, it was a vast treasure trove of 
every creation that had ever walked Metru Nui. Rather than the dry historical records and prophecies of 
Ko-Metru, this was a living museum. Every Rahi beast, every insectlike Bohrok, every creature in the 
Archives was part of a living record. Inside their protodermis stasis tubes, they were alive but suspended 
in time forever. 

Whenua walked into the first of the Rahi wings, enjoying the familiar scents of the Archives. He 
nodded a greeting to one of the oldest exhibits, a Nui-Rama captured in flight whose stasis chamber hung 
from the ceiling high above. All around, archivists scurried back and forth pushing their transport carts. 
These were used for moving exhibits of all sizes through the subterranean, protodermis-lined tunnels. 

Whenua turned and headed for Tehutti’s pride and joy, an exhibit of a Kane-Ra bull. Before he 
had even walked through the archway, he could see something was wrong. The section looked like a live 
Rahi had passed through, shattering the display case and scattering artifacts. Fortunately, only the outer 
shell had been broken. Had the inner casing been cracked, the Rahi inside might well have come to life 
again and rampaged through the Archives. 

Whenua spotted Tehutti’s transport cart in a corner, empty. Lying near it was a hammer, the kind 
used in Ta-Metru forges. The archivist in Whenua was dismayed. Ta-Metru artifacts belonged on one of 
the sublevels, not in a Rahi section. It was only when he looked again at all the damage that he realized 
why the hammer was there. 

Who would want to sabotage these relics? he wondered. Someone from Ta-Metru? Why? 

Shrugging, Whenua moved on to the next exhibit hall. Here were more Rahi, even larger ones, 
and carvings of those that had either eluded capture or whose displays had been moved into storage. The 
Toa Metru of Earth was looking for anything out of place, when one carving caught his eye. It depicted a 
massive Rahi with six legs and a long, muscular tail, ideal for striking out at opponents. Carved underneath 
the picture were the words: “Nui-Jaga. Found in Po-Metru, near the sculpture fields.” Beside that was the 
name of the carver, Ahkmou. 

A Nui-Jaga, he thought. A Po-Metru Rahi. But this is the same beast Vhisola offered in trade for the Great 
Disk! 

As an archivist, Whenua was skilled at starting from the present and working back. No Ga- 
Matoran would even know what a Nui-Jaga was, most likely, let alone have one captive to trade. The offer 
to Tehutti had been a fake, probably written by someone other than this Vhisola. It was bait to get Tehutti 
to the Archives so the Great Disk could be stolen from him! 

That thought made him realize something even worse. Whoever was trying to get the Great Disks 
— possibly that four-legged hunter Vakama talked about — might be right here in the Archives, planning an 
ambush. For a moment, he wondered if he should try to find help. Maybe a Toa, or even a Vahki... 

Then he remembered — he was a Toa. It was his job to face danger and overcome it. And nothing 
— nothing! — would make him risk the safety of his Archives or his city. He ran for the nearest exit to the 
outer dock. Still getting used to his new, far more powerful form, he stumbled a few times and almost 
crashed into a display of parasitic Krana. With a shudder, he kept going, thanking the Great Beings he had 
not set those things loose. 

Any shipment, no matter how large or small, had to come through the outer dock. The Matoran 
who worked here were both smart and brave. It was their job to make sure every “exhibit” was ready to 
be placed in a stasis tube, where its life processes would be slowed to a crawl. If one of the creatures 
intended for archiving decided to wake up, it would be up to the dockworkers to put it back to sleep 
again. 


When Whenua arrived on the dock, a four Matoran crew was trying to subdue а Gukko bird long 
enough for it to be put in stasis and archived. The powerful winged beast was objecting. There was about 
a fifty-fifty chance it would break away and head for the sky, carrying a Matoran or two with it. Whenua 
went over to help, but the dock leader got іп the way. “We have to do it ourselves,” said the Matoran. 
“Understand? If we start depending on a Toa, what happens when you’re not around?” 

Whenua looked from the dock leader to the crew and back again. Then he nodded. “Okay then 
— for now. Have you seen Tehutti?” 

“He was headed for the next dock over. | told him not to waste his time. This Rahi was a last- 
minute find, but there aren’t any others on the schedule. And nothing from any Vhisola.” 

“| know. I’m pretty sure he knows, too,” replied Whenua, turning away. “Make sure that Gukko’s 
fast asleep. Last time one got loose, it brought down half the exhibits in sublevel three.” 

“How did you know about that?” the dock leader asked. But the Toa of Earth was already gone. 


Whenua pounded around the corner. All he could think about was finding Tehutti in time and stopping 
him from doing something the whole city would regret later. He scanned for any sign of the Matoran or 
for signs of a trap. What he found was a well-concealed hole with a narrow ladder leading down into 
darkness. On a hunch, he began to climb down. He had made it about halfway when a rung gave way 
beneath his foot. The next thing he knew, he was falling. And falling. Down, down, into the sublevels and 
sublevels of the Archives, and then farther still, thinking all the while: Stupid. Stupid, stupid, stupid! 

Thoughts rushed through his mind. Was this the trap set for Tehutti and had the Matoran already 
fallen into it? Just how far down did this pit go? And could even a Toa survive such a plunge? Whenua 
found out an instant later, when he came to a crashing halt far below the lowest levels of the Archives. 
Despite spending a lifetime working here, even he had never been this far down before. But he had heard 
rumors of a level far below the surface, where exhibits that had proven potentially dangerous were placed 
for safekeeping. 

The Toa Metru of Earth sat up and groaned. His bruises had bruises and his head was pounding. 
With a great deal of effort, he rose. The hallways down here were even darker and more narrow than 
the ones above. Lightstones were few and far between. Anyone who came down here left in a hurry, so 
why waste illumination? 

He had only taken three steps when he heard the sound every archivist dreads. It was a unique 
crunch, the sound of stasis tube fragments being crushed underfoot. Whenua forced himself to remain 
calm. So one of the cases was broken, so what? Maybe it’s only the outer shell that was damaged, and there’s 
nothing to worry about. Yes, it had to be the outer shell, because if it was the inner shell, then something would be 
loose down here. Something very nasty. 

He had seen it happen before. Outer shells could take all kinds of pounding, but if the inner shell 
of a stasis tube cracked even a little, the rush of air would wake up the contents. When the contents had 
teeth, claws and a hatred of being caged up, this generally turned out to be a bad thing. Whenua did his 
best to move quietly down the corridor, not easy with his large frame. He reminded himself that he had 
been an experienced Onu-Metru archivist before becoming a Toa. As a Matoran, he had faced down his 
share of snarling Rahi. What could be down here that could possibly bother him now? 

The answer came with twin beams of pure, blazing heat that creased the side of his Kanohi mask. 
The wall of the corridor sizzled where they struck, and the hallway was suddenly filled with the smell of 
charred protodermis. Whenua whirled to see a Rahkshi heading right toward him, red eyes gleaming in 
its hideous yellow face. 

Startled, he found he could not remember the creature’s exact name. But he didn’t have to strain 
to recall its power — heat vision, capable of burning a hole through anything, including newly created Toa. 
No one was quite certain just where Rahkshi came from, but everyone wished they had stayed there. 

Whenua ducked another heat blast and darted into another corridor. He needed time to think 
and space to maneuver, neither of which the Rahkshi was likely to give him. This would be a great time to 
use his Kanohi Mask of Power, if only he knew what it did. The twin earthshock drills he carried could 


punch their way through almost anything, and his elemental power... Yes, that was it. When he reached 
the far end of the hall, he activated the drills and began tearing up the flooring. His elemental power would 
affect the earth underneath, but there was no harm giving it a little help. 

The Rahkshi turned the corner and started toward him, its powerful body gleaming in the dim 
light. He could hear the horrible screech of the Kraata it carried inside. Twin shafts of red shot toward 
him from the Rahkshi’s eyes, Whenua barely moving aside in time. Then it was the moment to go to work. 
The Toa Metru looked down and did his best to ignore the advancing creature. He willed the earth to 
rise, to form an impenetrable wall between him and the Rahkshi. He could see the soil beginning to shift, 
running together and then swirling as if mini cyclones had taken hold. 

It was a toss-up who was more shocked by what happened next, the Rahkshi or Whenua. A 
mound of earth suddenly rose from the floor, hardening rapidly and blocking the creature from coming 
closer. Whenua took a step back and smiled, imagining how the other Toa would feel when he told them 
about this. Nuju probably couldn’t even manage an icicle, or Onewa move a pebble, or... 

The celebration came to an abrupt end. Twin red spots appeared on the earth wall, glowing 
brighter and brighter every moment. While Whenua had been patting himself on the back, the Rahkshi 
was focusing its power to melt the obstacle in its path. Okay, maybe | won’t tell the others about this, Whenua 
decided. He ducked into a doorway just as the wall crumbled. There was something Tehutti had said about 
yellow Rahkshi once, if only he could remember. What was it? Tehutti was always on about one piece of 
exhibit trivia or another. 

Then it came to him. Right after it uses its heat beams, the Rahkshi’s eyesight is weakened 
temporarily. Tehutti had been right, too, for the creature walked right past Whenua’s hiding place without 
spotting him. Once the Rahkshi was gone, Whenua fought a strong urge to get out of the Archives. Then 
he remembered that Tehutti might well be down here, and if he was, the Rahkshi would find him. Like it 
or not, he had to go on. But maybe І don’t have to fight the Rahkshi, he realized. Not if | can get something 
else to do it for me. 

Whenua raced down the hallway, stopping only long enough to pry a lightstone out of the wall. 
By its beam, he was able to spot the shattered Rahkshi stasis tube. He scooped up as many of the inner 
casing fragments as he could find, then went back on the trail of the creature. As he walked, he tried to 
remember everything he could about this level. Over time, he had seen a number of exhibits sent down 
here, even marked a few for storage himself. If he was correct, all he had to do was find the right one. 

It took a lot of walking, numerous twists and turns, and a few potentially dangerous mistakes 
before Whenua spotted the door he wanted. It was one of the few down here that had a sign, which read 
DANGER: MUAKA PEN. He could hear the great Rahi cat pacing and growling behind the door. Food 
was sent down to it once a day from upper levels through a small chute, but Muaka were notorious for 
always being hungry. Better still, they did not get along with Rahkshi at all. 

Whenua took a deep breath. This was going to be tricky. First, he scattered the protodermis 
fragments on the floor in front of the door. Then he used his earthshock drill to punch a hole through the 
lock. He waited until he could hear the Muaka charging before he dove for cover. 

The door crashed open. The huge Rahi snarled, sniffing the air and snapping its massive jaws 
together. Whenua watched anxiously as the Muaka lowered its head and picked up the scent off the 
fragments. The beast’s eyes narrowed at the smell of Rahkshi, and it took off at a run. 

Whenua followed. Letting another creature loose down here went against his nature as an 
archivist, but it would be easier to cage the Muaka again than a Rahkshi. He just had to hope the Muaka 
found the Rahkshi before either found Tehutti. 

He was deep in the heart of the storage level when he heard the snarls up ahead. The sounds 
were followed by red flashes of heat vision, then an impact that shook the entire section. The Muaka had 
tracked down his prey. 

Whenua rounded the corner to see Rahi and Rahkshi locked in a mighty struggle. Ordinarily, the 
Rahkshi would be the clear favorite, but the Muaka’s bulk reduced his foe’s room to maneuver. Beyond 
them, the Toa could see an open chamber where Tehutti strained to get out from under a pile of artifacts. 


The Toa forced himself to wait for the right moment. When the Muaka lifted his right forepaw to 
strike, Whenua dove, slid across the floor past the two creatures, and ended up in the same chamber as 
the Matoran. 

“Get me out of here!” Tehutti cried. “ГІІ do anything!” Whenua worked quickly and carefully, 
pushing the debris aside and hoping the struggle outside would go on a little longer. “Anything? Then how 
about giving me that Great Disk you have while there’s still a city up above to save.” 

Tehutti shrugged off the last few pieces of Metru Nui history and nodded. “I never thought | would 
be glad to see you. | fell down here, and some four-legged Rahi bait demanded | give him the disk. When 
| wouldn’t do it, he brought this stuff down on me and left me here. You want the disk? You can have it. 
Га rather be trapped іп a broken chute with a horde of Vahki than hold on to it now!” 

Whenua glanced out into the hall, made sure Rahi and Rahkshi were still busy, then slammed the 
door and locked it. “We'll have to dig a new tunnel to get out of here. In the meantime, you can explain 
why you ever thought a Ga-Matoran would have a Nui-Jaga to trade for the disk.” 

Tehutti watched in awe as Whenua’s earthshock drills went to work on the wall. “І — | knew she 
wouldn’t. My friend Ahkmou told me all about Nui-Jaga long ago, so | knew they didn’t come from Ga- 
Metru. | wanted to see why someone wanted the Great Disk... and if they really did have a Nui-Jaga, 
well...” 

“You would’ve traded the city’s safety for a new exhibit to put your name on,” Whenua replied. 

“With you for a Toa Metru, Whenua, how safe is the city now?” Tehutti said. “Besides, nothing 
very bad is going to happen to Metru Nui. Turaga Dume will figure out some way to deal with the 
Morbuzakh and everything will be fine.” 

“| hope so.” Whenua powered down his drills. Не had managed to punch а good-size hole іп the 
wall. On the other side was another darkened corridor with a distinct upward slope. Hopefully, it led to 
the main floors. 

“Let’s go,” said the Toa of Earth. “We have a long journey ahead. If we run into the Morbuzakh, 
make sure to tell it that it’s not a threat. I’ve never seen a plant laugh before.” 


The Магогап put down his tools and stood very still. Не had heard two sets of footsteps behind 
him, heavy footsteps, and he really did not want to turn around and see who it might be. 

“Well, well, well,” hissed a too-familiar voice. “Here | am again.” The Matoran forced himself to 
look. Yes, it was Nidhiki again, this time accompanied by a hulking brute with energy crackling from his 
hands. 

“1 сате back (о get the Great Disks,” Nidhiki continued. “You know, the ones І want very badly? 
The ones you promised to get for me?” 

“| — | don’t have them. Not yet,” the Matoran stammered. “Вис I'll get them! It’s just taking a little 
more time than | thought.” 

“Г see,” Nidhiki replied. He gestured with опе of his legs, and his lumbering companion moved 
toward the Matoran. “This is my friend. He doesn’t like Matoran. He particularly doesn’t like you.” 

The Matoran looked up at the bestial face of the brute who towered over him. “I’m doing my 
best! Really!” 

“Your best?” Nidhiki repeated. “Three of the Toa are close to finding the Great Disks. Your 
efforts to trap the Matoran and divert the Toa Metru have been failures. Do you know what that means?” 

The Matoran swallowed hard as the two creatures crowded close to him. “М-п-по.” 

“It means you’re going to do better than your best. I’ve been to Ko-Metru and arranged to keep 
Toa Nuju busy. | expect you to arrange a little surprise for Toa Matau and get the Le-Metru disk. | know 
you aren’t foolish enough to disappoint me again, аге you?” 

The Matoran shook his head. He wanted to say something, but his mouth didn’t seem to be 
working. 

“Good. Then | hope the next time | see you, you will have all six Great Disks for me. But either 
way,” Nidhiki added, smiling, “іс will be the last time | see you, Matoran. Understand?” 

The two left before the Matoran could answer. They were barely out the door before he gathered 
up his things and headed for the chute station. He had an appointment in Le-Metru that he wouldn’t miss 
if his life depended on it. 

And it sounds like it does! the Matoran thought as he dashed out into the street. 
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From high atop a gleaming Knowledge Tower, Nuju looked down upon the landscape of Ко- 
Metru. For the Toa Metru of Ice, this was a most unusual vantage point. Normally, his eyes were on the 
sky, seeking to read the future from the brightness and movements of the stars. 

But if Vakama was right, there might not be much of a future for Metru Nui if the Great Disks 
were not found. It was true that the Morbuzakh plant had done some pretty serious damage to the metru. 
Still, Nuju was not sure just how far he wished to trust the Toa of Fire’s “visions.” 

Down below, all was still and silent. Even the hum of the transport chutes that carried Matoran 
from place to place was muted here. Nothing was allowed to disturb the work of the Matoran scholars 
who toiled in the crystal Knowledge Towers. There they pored over the written records of Metru Nui, 
deciphered ancient prophecies, and crafted predictions of the future. Once, Nuju had been one of them. 
Now it was up to him to make sure there would be tomorrows to ponder. 

At first, it seemed like that would be a simple enough task. The Ko-Metru Matoran who Vakama 
claimed had knowledge of the disk was named Ehrye. Finding him should not have been an issue. In fact, 
it was often impossible not to find Ehrye, even when you wanted to avoid him. He was constantly 
underfoot, running errands for different scholars and pleading for a chance to become one of them. 

Nuju, naturally, had said no. Working in a Knowledge Tower required wisdom, patience, and 
experience. All Ehrye had to offer were enthusiasm and too much energy for his own good. So the 
Matoran went back to running errands and dreaming of life inside the towers. 

And now, when І want to find him, he’s disappeared! fumed Nuju. A search of Ehrye’s home had 
turned ир a marked Ko-Metru chute station map and a disturbing journal entry. It read іп part: “I’m going 
to show them. If | turn over the Great Kanoka disk like | said | would, ГІІ learn a secret that will make 
them beg me to join a Knowledge Tower!” 

Nuju shook his head. He had spent his whole life studying what might be and what would be in 
the days to come, and he knew one thing for certain. There was no future in what Ehrye was about to do. 

The Toa of Ice leaped from the top of a Knowledge Tower, his eyes focused on the ledge of 
another. When he had maneuvered within arm’s reach of it, he snapped a crystal spike from his back and 
swung it hard. It dug into the side of the tower. Nuju swung gracefully around the building, pulling the 
spike free as he did so. He repeated the exercise twice more on the way down, growing more used to 
his new Toa tools along the way. Someday, he knew, that experience might save his life. 

Nuju had taken the chute map with him when he left Ehrye’s house. He hit the ground close to 
the station that was marked on the map. The attendant was deep in thought and did not notice his 
approach. 

“What? Oh!” he exclaimed when Nuju tapped his shoulder. “Who are you? What do you want?” 

“ат Мии, Toa Metru of Ice. І am looking for a runner named Ehrye. Have you seen him?” 
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The attendant frowned. “Yes, he was here. | saw him talking со а Matoran from another metru. | 
don’t remember which. Then he jumped in a chute heading for one of the Knowledge Towers. He was 
muttering something about a disk.” 

“Where did he have this conversation?” 

“Ummm, let me see. | remember | was analyzing chute dynamics at the time and not really paying 
attention. But | think it was in that corner over there.” 

Nuju turned away without saying thank you. He was in no mood to waste words. Instead, he 
walked over to where the attendant had directed him and looked around. There was little to be seen, just 
a Po-Metru carving tool and a pass to the Onu-Metru Archives. Either might be important, or they might 
have been dropped by any of hundreds of Matoran who passed through this chute station. 

The attendant had gone back to pondering. It was something Ko-Metru Matoran spent a lot of 
time doing, in hopes of one day securing a position іп а Knowledge Tower. Unfortunately, it also made it 
hard to get their attention. 

“If you see Ehrye again, hold on to him,” Toa Nuju said. 

“Hmmm? What? Hold on to whom?” the attendant asked, confused. Nuju walked away, wondering 
why he even bothered to talk to some Matoran. 


The chute Ehrye had taken led to the lower level of a Knowledge Tower. It was such a silent place it made 
the rest of the metru seem positively wild and loud. A small number of Ko-Matoran were hard at work, 
junior seers who hoped to one day ascend to the ranks of those who labored on the upper levels. Nuju 
had spent most of his life in Knowledge Towers and could not recall ever seeing a group of scholars 
looking so annoyed. 

As usual, trying to get a scholar to take a break from his studies to talk was like trying to teach 
akilini rules to a Rahkshi. They did not seem at all impressed by the presence of a Toa Metru. It was only 
when Nuju mentioned that a Great Disk was involved that one of them agreed to talk. 

“A Great Disk, hmmm?” said the scholar. “Incredible power. | would love the chance to study 
опе. Do you have it?” 

“No, | am seeking it. | believe а Matoran named Ehrye is as well, апа he may have come here.” 

“Ehrye!” the scholar spat. “So that was his name! He barged in asking a lot of questions about 
Kanoka disks, the Morbuzakh plant, and other things that were not his business. No, not his business at 
all! Then he took a chute to the top of the tower, which is forbidden!” 

The other Matoran had turned to see what all the shouting was about. The scholar spotted their 
angry looks and dropped his voice almost to a whisper. “You will find him there, but you must do 
something for us in exchange for this information.” 

The scholar dug into his robes and pulled out a knowledge crystal a little larger than Nuju’s hand. 
“The Morbuzakh vines have done great damage to our towers,” the scholar explained. With this crystal, 
a new tower can be grown. When you reach the top level, throw this into the air. Wherever it lands, a 
new tower shall appear.” 

Nuju took the crystal. “A gift to the future of Metru Nui, then. | will do it.” 


High atop the Knowledge Tower, the air was crisp and clean. One could always find a sense of peace and 
the time for contemplating here. What could not be found, at least today, was any sign of Ehrye. 

Toa Nuju felt the weight of the crystal in his hand. He approached the edge of the tower, took a 
deep breath, and tossed the crystal out into space. It tumbled through the air, vanishing into the mist 
below. An instant later, Nuju followed. 

As he fell, he let doubt creep into his mind again. What if Vakama was wrong? What if the Great 
Disks proved to no one that they were Toa? What if the Great Disks didn’t exist at all but were just 
legends? What then? 


Nuju twisted his body in midair. He could barely see the outlines of the new tower. Ап instant 
later, he landed feetfirst on the top of the rapidly growing structure. It lifted him high in the air once more 
as it took its place among the other monuments to knowledge in Ko-Metru. 

From this new vantage point, Nuju scanned the metru. Off to the west, he spotted something that 
looked out of place. A knowledge Tower’s rooftop was littered with protodermis blocks. Since towers 
were grown, not built, there was no reason any construction material would be there. 

He was about to dismiss it as one more strange thing in a city that seemed to be filled with them 
when he spotted movement behind the blocks. It was Ehrye! Nuju had barely realized that when he saw 
something much more frightening — a huge crack traveling up the side of the tower. The whole structure 
was about to fragment and take the Matoran with it. 

Nuju got a running start and leaped off the tower. Using his crystal spikes, he swung from one 
chute to the next as fast as he could. When he was almost on top of the tower, he let go and dropped. 

For once, the Toa of Ice tried not to think about the future. If he pondered the possible 
consequences of what he was trying to do, he would never be able to do it. He waited until his fall had 
brought him almost parallel to the crack in the tower, then held out his twin spikes and focused his ice 
power through them. Twin streams of ice shot from the tools, welding the crack shut as he fell. 

Now came the hard part. Most of the damage was repaired, but if he could not stop his fall, he 
would be an ex-Toa Metru very quickly. He spun, twisted, and dug one spike into the side of the tower. 
It carved a gash in the crystal and he continued to fall, desperately trying to hang on to the Toa tool. 
Finally, with the ground much too close for comfort, the spike held and he came to an abrupt stop. No 
wonder we had to be chosen to be Toa Metru, he thought as he began the long climb to the top of the tower. 
No one would ever volunteer for this job. 


Ehrye was still where Nuju had last seen him: trapped behind protodermis blocks at the very top of the 
tower. Worse, the blocks had not been stacked haphazardly. They were arranged, almost like a puzzle, in 
such a way that moving the wrong one would bring them all crashing down on the Matoran. 

Nuju spent a long time staring at the blocks before he gently shifted one. Then he went back to 
analyzing the barricade. Ehrye, impatient, shouted: “Аге you going to get me out of here? What are you 
doing?” 

“Quiet,” Nuju replied. “Someone did not want you walking away from this tower. But you are 
important to the future of Metru Nui, fortunately for you, so the Toa of Ice is going to get you out of 
what you have gotten into.” 

“Yes, | heard you were а Toa,” said the Matoran grimly. “Now ГІІ never have a chance at а 
promotion.” 

The Toa Metru ignored him. This puzzle was highly intricate, but it was designed to defeat 
someone who could not think ahead. They picked the wrong Toa then, Nuju said to himself. 

It took an agonizingly long time, but finally enough blocks were cleared for Ehrye to slip out. He 
stretched himself and looked up at his rescuer. “І suppose you’re wondering how | got here?” 

“Yes. You took many risks, Ehrye, and broke a number of laws. | should turn you over to the 
Vahki and be done with it. But | need you. Or rather, | need the Kanoka disk you have located.” 

“Why should І give it to you?” Ehrye replied. “That disk could be my ticket to a Knowledge Tower 
position.” 

Nuju gestured at the pile of protodermis blocks. “It was almost your ticket to a tomb. Think about 
the future, Ehrye.” 

The Matoran spent a few minutes doing just that. Then he said: “І get full credit for finding it? And 
no Vahki come knocking on my door?” 

“Майк! don’t knock,” Мии reminded him. “They smash doors down. And they keep smashing 
them down until they find the one you’re hiding behind.” 

“You have a point,” Ehrye agreed. “Even if | didn’t have to worry about them, there’s still that big 
Rahi breath that walled me up here.” 


Nuju and Ehrye headed for the chute that would bring them back down to ground level. Still 
shaken by his experience, Ehrye wouldn’t stop babbling. “І know why you’re looking for that disk, Toa 
Nuju. It’s the root, right?” 

“Root?” 

“The Morbuzakh plant — it has a king root. | found that out when | was researching the Great 
Disk. Stop the root, you stop the spread of the plant. But you need all six disks to do it.” 

“Then you will come with me to see the other Toa Metru now,” Nuju said. 

“There are more of you?” 

“And then we will go get the Great Disk.” 

“Oh, ГІІ tell you where іс із. Pll even go with you. But you’re going to have to retrieve it. From 
what I’ve learned, no one but a Toa Metru has a chance of getting that disk from its hiding place.” 

“| see,” Nuju said. 

“In fact,” continued Ehrye, “І might not get the Knowledge Tower job. But if the Great Disk is as 
hard to get as | think it is, your job might be open soon, Toa of Ice.” 

Neither of them laughed at Ehrye’s little joke. 


When they reached the ground, Nuju gestured for Ehrye to follow him. To the Matoran’s surprise, they 
did not head for a chute station but for the alley behind the tower. 

“Where are we going?” 

“Knowledge Towers do not crack by themselves,” said Nuju. “Well, sometimes they do, but this 
one did not. | am searching for the cause.” 

Ehrye trailed along behind as Nuju walked up and down the length of the alley. Along the way, the 
Matoran peppered him with questions. “What are you looking for? Does that mean anything? What does 
it feel like to be a Toa Metru? Do you think the Morbuzakh plant will wreck the whole city?” 

“Enough!” Nuju snapped. “The future will bring the answers to your questions, but only if you 
stop speaking long enough to notice them.” 

“That’s what you always say,” Ehrye grumbled. 

“When it stops being true, І will stop saying іс,” Nuju replied. 

The Toa of Ice moved around to a shadowed portion of the tower. There, just below eye level, 
was the beginning of the crack that had threatened to bring the whole structure down. Peering closely at 
it, he looked for any sign of the tool that had been used. 

What he found was something quite different. The edges of the damaged area were melted and 
fused. In many places, the crystal had turned black. No Matoran tool had done this. It was a surge of 
energy. 

Troubled, Nuju knelt down to examine the ground. Crushed knowledge crystals littered the 
pavement. The Toa of Ice carefully sifted through them to reveal scrapings on the ground below. They 
were the marks of a four-footed being who had stood right in that spot while he no doubt set his trap. 

Vakama was right, Nuju thought. This time. But who is this monster? Why is he doing this? Is he working 
for someone else, or does he stand to gain somehow by all this damage? 

He rose and walked toward the mouth of the alley, not saying a word to Ehrye. The Matoran 
kicked at the knowledge crystal fragments before following. His thoughts had gone back to the missed 
opportunity of the Great Disk. If he could have gotten his hands on it or maybe somehow tricked Nuju 
into getting it for him, Ko-Metru would have been at his feet. Now it would be back to running errands. 
Unless, of course, he could still find a way to get the disk after Nuju found it. 

Ehrye was still pondering that happy thought when Nuju stopped short. The Toa of Ice bent down 
to pick up an artifact, but Ehrye could not make out what it was. After a moment, Nuju turned around 
and held the item out. It was a small, intricate carving. 

“What’s that?” Ehrye asked. 

“| thought perhaps you could tell me,” said Nuju coldly. “This came from Po-Metru. It’s signed Бу 
Ahkmou the carver.” 
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Ehrye shrugged. “So?” 

“At the chute station, the attendant said he saw you talking with a Matoran before you left for the 
Knowledge Tower. He couldn’t remember who it was, but | think | know. It was Ahkmou, wasn’t it? That’s 
why there was a Po-Metru carving tool in the station. He was careless... must have been in a big hurry.” 

“Okay, so it was Ahkmou,” Ehrye replied. “УМе ге friends. We play akilini together sometimes. 
What does this have (о do with —?” 

“Listen to me,” Nuju said, leaning in so close that Ehrye was chilled by his frigid breath. “We are 
not playing akilini now. All of Metru Nui is at stake. Now, what did Ahkmou want?” 

Ehrye broke and ran. Nuju frowned and used a minimal amount of elemental power to block the 
alley with a wall of ice. Stymied, the Matoran turned around. 

“Wrong answer,” said Nuju. 

“All right. He said he wanted to carve replicas of the Great Disks as a gift for Turaga Dume. He 
wanted to know all about them and figured | could get information from the Knowledge Towers.” 

“Is that all he said?” 

“Yes,” Ehrye answered, his eyes on the ground. 

Nuju could tell he was not revealing the whole truth, but there would be time to uncover it later. 
For now, they needed to return to Ga-Metru and meet with the other Toa. He turned and walked toward 
the chute station, confident that Ehrye would be wise enough not to try to run again. 

“What are you going to do about that ice wall?” the Matoran asked. “Will it melt?” 

“Eventually.” 

“Won't there be questions? | mean, how many Matoran know there’s a Тоа of Ice around?” 

“It will give the scholars something to ponder,” said Nuju. “And before all is said and done, all of 
Metru Nui will know that Toa Nuju has arrived.” 


Matau, Тоа Metru of Air, knew all about chutes. Не had been riding the transparent, magnetized 
protodermis tubes from place to place all his life, as had most Matoran. Living in Le-Metru, transport hub 
for the entire city, he had even had the chance to repair a chute or three in his time. He was quite proud 
of the fact that no one outside of his metru knew more about chutes than he did. 

All of which made it even stranger that he was now hurtling out of control through a chute at a 
ridiculously high speed, heading for what would probably be a very dead end. 

Outside the chute, the green-and-brown structures of Le-Metru were nothing but a blur. Matau 
whipped around a corner, heading for a busy junction and hoping he was not about to collide with some 
poor Matoran. For at least the tenth time, he tried to jump through the walls of the chute and exit. But 
he was thrown back yet again, slamming into the opposite wall and then picking up speed again. 

Г wanted to get there quick-fast, but not this quick-fast, he thought. He wasn’t sure how anyone could 
manage to seal off the walls of a chute, or whether this affected the entire metru system or just the tube 
he was rocketing through. 

But | can take a smart-guess. Fire-spitter was right. These disks must be important, and someone doesn’t 
want me to find mine. 

Matau’s mind raced almost as fast as his body through the chute. The chutes ran throughout the 
city, but the densest concentration was in Le-Metru. They all fed into one another. If it was only this chute 
that had been tampered with, then it should be possible to steer into another at the junction. 

“Possible. Not healthy-safe, but possible,” he muttered. 

First thing Matau had to do was slow down. He unhooked his aero slicers from his back and tried 
digging them into the walls of the chute to act as brakes. But whatever had made the chute resist exits 
also made it too tough for the slicers to pierce. 

Гт thought-planning like a Matoran still, Matau told himself. The tools aren’t the power. I’m a Toa-hero. 
I’m the power! 

The Toa Metru of Air glanced ahead. The junction was rushing up toward him, and a transport 
cart was heading for it from a side chute. At the rate he was moving, he would slam right into the cart. 
But if he could use his power to slow just а little... 

Matau was not famous for deep thought and concentration, but he managed some now. He forced 
his will on the air in the chute, making it form a thick cushion to lower his speed. Little by little, he could 
feel himself slowing, but would it be enough? 

The transport cart shot through the junction. A split second later, Matau went through. Straining, 
he reached out and grabbed the back of the cart, letting it pull him down the side chute. The abrupt stop 
and change of direction almost ripped his arm out of the socket, but somehow he found the strength to 
hang on. It was only when he had traveled some way from his original chute that he let go and exited out 
the wall. Then he waited until the world around him stopped going in circles. 


Toa Matau found himself not far from his original destination: the Ussal crab pen of the Le-Matoran named 
Orkahm. He decided to skip a chute and instead take the sky route via the cables that hung everywhere 
in Le-Metru. 

Ussal pens could be found all over the metru. The carts they pulled transported goods too large 
or fragile for the chutes or carried Matoran who preferred to travel a little more slowly. The large crabs 
were specifically trained to obey the commands of their riders, although they had been known to get 
temperamental at times. Even from high above, it was easy to locate an Ussal crab pen by the aroma — 
they were not the sweetest-smelling Rahi around. 

Matau dropped to the ground near one of the crab keepers. “Don’t worry-fear! It’s me, Matau. | 
ат а Тоа-һего now!” 

Тһе keeper dropped his tools іп surprise. “Wow! You’ve pulled some great jokes before, Matau, 
but this — this tops them all.” 

“This isn’t a joke,” Matau insisted. “І was given this Toa stone, and | brought it to the Great 
Temple, and... There isn’t time for this. | am looking to seek-find Orkahm. Have you seen him?” 

“No,” the keeper said. “And | would just as soon he stays away. He’s been acting crazy. Said he 
found something on his route-path, but wouldn’t show it to anyone. He was going to bury-hide it. Orkahm 
always seemed like such a good rider. Who knew the pressure would get to him?” 

Matau nodded. It would take too long to explain the situation, but he knew Orkahm had not lost 
his mind. The Matoran had found a Great Disk and knew someone would try to take it away from him, 
maybe the same someone who had sabotaged the chute. “So he’s gone?” 

“He is, but his cart’s here. Why are you so interested, Matau? Planning a trick-joke on him?” the 
keeper said, laughing. “He already doesn’t like you. | don’t think you want to make it worse.” 

Matau spotted Orkahm’s cart, sitting alone off to the side of the pens. Each rider kept a logbook 
of his travels during the day, and Orkahm was no exception. Matau fished it out from under the seat and 
flipped it open, only to discover the careful rider had written the whole thing in code. 

Matau was tempted to give up. Then he reminded himself that the other Toa Metru had probably 
made contact with their Matoran and were waiting for him. He couldn’t show up empty-handed. Besides, 
finding Orkahm and the disk would prove to everyone in Le-Metru that he was a Toa-hero. 

He sat down on the cart and began studying the code. Matau had known Orkahm for a long time. 
The Matoran was thorough, cautious, and meticulous, which made him a slow rider. Matau, on the other 
hand, had always been fast and reckless, which was why the two never got along. But the most important 
thing Matau remembered about Orkahm was that he had little imagination. 

Once the Toa realized that, breaking the code was simple. Orkahm had substituted numbers for 
letters, but it wasn’t done in a particularly clever way. Deciphered, there were three entries, all dated the 
day before. 

Disk hidden. 

A. wants disk. 

Moto-hub sector 3 

He’s deephiding in sector 3, Matau realized. He’s either a fool or very, very scared. Probably both. 

Matau jumped in a chute headed northeast. Sector 3 was just across one of the major protodermis 
canals from Ta-Metru. It had long been known for the sheer number of chute malfunctions that took place 
there. These were blamed on everything from poor construction to just bad luck, until repair crews sent 
to the area started disappearing. That was when rumors began to spread that the Morbuzakh was behind 
all the troubles. Since then, all repair crews traveled with Vahki escorts. Even with that, the Vahki usually 
returned alone. And since the security squads were incapable of speech, they couldn’t explain what had 
happened. 

If Orkahm wanted a place to hide, he chose a dangerous one, Matau thought. Unless he thinks-knows 
something І don’t? 

Matau leaped out of the chute at a station on the outskirts of the sector. The area had not been 
abandoned. There were still plenty of riders and other Matoran to be seen, hard at work. But everyone 
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seemed to be moving very quickly and looking over their shoulders every few seconds. This part of Metru 
Nui wasn’t ruled by Turaga Dume or the Vahki. It was ruled by fear. 

The sudden appearance of a Toa in their midst drew a lot of attention from the Le-Matoran. They 
crowded around, asking questions, admiring his armor, and saying that now they were sure everything 
would be all right. Matau was having such a good time he almost forgot why he was there. 

He was reminded abruptly when a transport manager came up to him and said: “Are you looking 
for Orkahm?” 

“Yes. How did you know?” 

“He came hurry-running through here a little while ago. He said someone might be following him, 
and if anyone asked, not to tell them where he had gone.” 

“Then why are you telling me? Not that | am sad-complaining,” said Matau. 

“Because you are а Toa,” the transport manager replied. “І have seen Toa before, a long time ago, 
but never met one. | know the legends though — how Toa are here to protect us and keep us safe. 
Whatever Orkahm is doing, | don’t think he’s safe right now. Do you?” 


Orkahm had made straight for a long-unused chute that went even deeper into sector 3. Matau was about 
to follow when he noticed something on the support struts beneath the chute. Something had been 
scratched into the solid protodermis. 

Matau knelt down to take a closer look. The carving was relatively fresh, made with a short, sharp 
instrument. It had left behind protodermis dust in the scratchings, but not dust from the strut. This looked 
more like dust from Po-Metru. Carved into the strut was a single word: PUKU 

Matau read it once more to make sure he wasn’t mistaken. Under ordinary circumstances, he 
would have dismissed this as some Matoran’s idea of fun, leaving a mark behind on a chute. Matau had 
done that sort of prank himself in the past, along with hundreds of others. 

But this was no joke — this was a message. Puku was the name of Orkahm’s favourite Ussal crab, 
the one he had been riding for as long as Matau could remember. The Toa doubted Orkahm would have 
taken the time to scratch this in the strut. 

Someone else, then, he said to himself. As a code-sign? 

Without hesitating even for a moment, Matau jumped into the chute and began to follow the trail 
of the missing Matoran. 


The further one traveled into this portion of Le-Metru, the more buildings, chutes and cables seemed to 
crowd in. The residents were fighting a losing battle with the Morbuzakh here. It was obvious that even 
the Vahki were not venturing this far, because Matau spotted at least two nests of insectoid Nui-Rama on 
rooftops. Normally, they would have been netted and shipped off to the Archives long ago. 

Matau could see the chute change direction sharply up ahead. To his trained eye, it was obvious 
that the chute had not been built that way. Someone had rerouted it and not done a very good job. Still, 
the cylinder of energy held as he tore around the corner and went flying into the air. 

Of course. Badly fix-patched chute, cut-severed end... why ат І surprised? 

He landed hard amid a tangled nest of transport cables. These cables helped feed energized 
protodermis into the chutes and chute stations, not to mention being great fun to swing from. Matau was 
puzzling over how he would ever untangle them when he noticed something in the center of the tangle, 
looking like it had been caught in a Fikou web. 

It was Orkahm! 

“Rider!” Matau said. “How did you get yourself in this trap-snare?” 

“| didn’t! Someone put me here!” the Matoran replied. “Now, please get me out!” 

Matau worked as quickly as he could, unknotting the cables but being careful not to tighten them 
around Orkahm in the process. When he was done, the Matoran practically fell into his arms. 

“What happened?” Matau asked. “Where is the Great Disk?” 
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“Not here. | wish it was! І could give it away right now, with all the trouble it has caused me,” 
Orkahm said, his voice filled with exhaustion. “Ever since | found it, I’ve been followed by two beings, one 
huge, one with four legs, not to mention having Ahkmou on my back about it. Then І got this message.” 

He handed Matau a small tablet. It read: 

The disk you found is vital to the security of the city. Bring it to Moto-Hub sector 3 and take the marked 
chute. 

“But you didn’t bring the disk,” Matau said. 

“| thought it might be a trick. Maybe they wanted to follow me to where it was hidden. No sooner 
did | get here than these cables snapped tight around me. | heard a voice say that someone would be along 
soon to talk to me. But no one came until you, Matau.” 

“You know who І am?” Matau said, surprised. 

“Of course! Only you would be foolish enough, reckless enough, to come after me here. You 
were a danger to everyone on the road as a rider, and you will probably be a danger as a Toa, too. But 
thank you.” 

For the first time in his life, Matau found he had nothing to say. It was just as well, too, for if he 
had spoken, he would never have heard the slithering sound coming from among the cables. He shot a 
look at the web only long enough to see three Morbuzakh vines working their way toward them. 

“We have to get out of here!” he shouted. 

Now Orkahm saw the vines, too, and was backing away. “How? The chute only goes in one 
direction, and it’s too high up to jump to anyway. УМе ге trapped!” 

“Toa-heroes are never trapped,” Matau said, doing his best to sound the way he imagined a Toa 
Metru should. He grabbed Orkahm and yelled: “Hang on!” as the twin aero slicers on his back began to 
whirl. 

It wasn’t easy getting off the ground with the extra weight of Orkahm, but they managed it with 
barely an inch to spare. The vines wrapped themselves around the chute struts and snaked their way after 
the two, but by now Matau was flying too high and too fast for them to catch. 

“How did you know this would work?” Orkahm asked. 

“I'm а Toa-hero. This із what we do,” Matau answered. He decided it was best to keep to himself 
the fact that he’d had absolutely no idea whether the stunt would work and just took the chance. 

Maybe that is what being a Toa-hero is really about in the end, he thought as he flew over Le-Metru. 
Taking the chances you have to take. Doing the things no one else is able to do. 

Matau banked sharply and headed for the center of the metru. | think І could get to like this, he said 
to himself with a smile. 
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Onewa, Toa of Stone, ran at full speed through the Sculpture Fields of Po-Metru. Unfortunately, 
full speed was not all that fast. His new body was built for strength, not sprinting. 

Г need a Mask of Speed, he muttered to himself. If a Toa of Stone has to do this sort of thing, he needs 
whatever help he can get. 

He pushed the thought of masks out of his mind. He had no idea what Mask of Power he was 
wearing, what it might do, or even how to make it work. He hoped that eventually that would change, but 
for now there was no point in worrying about it. Onewa had a mission to perform, so, legs aching and 
heartlight flashing rapidly, he kept running. 

The Sculpture Fields were home to hundreds of statues, most of them far too big to fit in even 
the largest Po-Metru warehouse. Onewa’s goal was one particular work of art, with a very unique feature: 
a Matoran named Ahkmou was sitting on top of it. 

“Hey, Onewa,” the Matoran shouted. “What gets harder to catch the faster you run?” 

Onewa glared at him. “My breath! You can do better than that, Ahkmou.” 

“Well, hurry up and get me down from here!” the Matoran replied. “You can, can’t you?” 

“Just stay there. ІЛІ get to you.” 

As he ran, the Toa of Stone thought back to how he had ended up here. His first stop had been 
Ahkmou’s home, but the Matoran wasn’t there. Carvings were scattered all over the floor, furniture was 
thrown about. Onewa worried that Ahkmou had been kidnapped. 

A visit to his workplace had turned up no sign of him either. The other carvers said that their 
coworker had been jumpy lately, especially after he got a visit from two strangers. One had four legs, the 
other was a giant, and neither looked like he was bringing good news. 

Onewa frowned. The description sounded a lot like the hunter Vakama claimed to have seen, 
although there was no telling who the brute with him might be. Still puzzling over that, he opened 
Ahkmou’s carver desk. Inside, it was a jumble of items. Onewa spotted not only Po-Metru carving tools 
but equipment from Ta-Metru, maps from Le-Metru, and assorted items from other parts of the city. It 
wasn’t illegal to have any of that, of course, but why would a Po-Metru carver need it? 

Then again, maybe it all means nothing, Onewa thought. The two strangers could have been some new 
kind of Vahki that Turaga Dume has put in service. The items in his station could be souvenirs of some kind. | 
mean, what are the chances Ahkmou has a Great Disk and hasn't told everyone he knows about it already? | don’t 
think Vakama had a ‘vision’. | think he was just seeing things. 

There were still questions to answer, though. Onewa had stumbled on a hidden map of the 
Sculpture Fields on his way here. One spot was marked, and it was the very same spot at which Ahkmou 
was waiting now. Who wanted him to go there? And why? 

Onewa reached the base of the statue. It was a very long way to the top. Taking a deep breath, 
he dug his two new tools, called proto pitons, into the stone and began to climb. 

Ahkmou leaned over the side and watched. Then he said: “So how did you do it? Really?” 
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“How did І do what?” 

“Make yourself look like a Toa.” 

“| don’t just look like a Toa,” Onewa snapped. “І ат а Тоа!” 

“Oh,” Ahkmou said, so quietly Onewa could barely hear him. “І see. You must be one of the six, 
then. And you were looking for me? Is that why you came out here?” 

Onewa dragged himself а little further up the side of the statue. “Yes. | came out here because а 
fire spitter has been standing too close to his forge and told me І should. He said you had a Great Kanoka 
disk.” 

Ahkmou shook his head. “І don’t know anything about any disk. I’m а carver.” 

With one last effort, Onewa pulled himself to the top of the statue. He lay there, panting for a 
moment, before looking up at the Matoran. “So how did you get up here?” 

Ahkmou stood up and backed away a few steps. Suddenly, he seemed nervous. “І — um — | just 
came up to...” Тһе Matoran’s eyes went wide. “Nidhiki!” 

Onewa turned around just in time to catch a fleeting glimpse of a four-legged creature on the field 
below, vanishing behind a statue. 

“Who is -” he began, looking back ас Ahkmou. But the Matoran was gone. Onewa leaned over 
the side and saw Ahkmou climbing swiftly down on a series of spikes wedged into the statue. 

“Hey! Come back here!” the Toa shouted, but Ahkmou was already leaping from statue to statue, 
heading for the exit from the field. 

Onewa gave a growl of frustration and started after him. He had just begun the climb down when 
he noticed something carved into the top of the statue. It read: PO-METRU CHUTE 445. 

All right then, Ahkmou, the Toa of Stone said to himself. | may not be as fast as you, but now І know 
where you’re going. 

Getting out of the Sculpture Fields would be a great deal harder than getting into them had been, 
that much Onewa was sure of. The ground between his location and the exit was unstable, thanks to years 
of tilling the soil to recycle protodermis. Half the statues were sinking, and the other half had already 
disappeared in the marshy ground. Normally, only hopping from one sculpture to another would make 
for a safe exit. 

Onewa paused halfway down the makeshift ladder and began whirling his proto piton. “Toa don’t 
hop,” he said. “Not when they can do this.” 

As smoothly as if he had been doing it for years, Onewa slung the piton toward another statue. 
The edge of the sharp tool caught the stone and held. After testing it with a few tugs, Onewa stepped off 
the climbing spikes and swung through the air. 

He looped in a wide arc around the sculpture, even as he readied his other piton. At the apex of 
his swing, he tossed the second piton and watched it bite into another sculpture. “Yes!” he bellowed, 
smiling. “Who needs chutes? This is the way а Toa should travel!” 


Ahkmou elbowed his way through the crowd at Chute Station 445. This was the busiest station in all of 
Po-Metru, linking as it did to all other districts. Getting through it was a nightmare. Ahkmou knew that 
was most likely the reason he had been directed here. In this mob, anything could happen, and no one 
would ever notice. 

Well, this is one Matoran who doesn’t intend to mysteriously disappear, he thought. I’m catching the next 
chute, and then let them try and find me. 

Ahkmou felt only one twinge of regret as he headed for the chute to Та-Мегги. Не had hoped to 
somehow get his hands on the Po-Metru Great Disk before he left. But when Toa Onewa showed up, 
running suddenly seemed like a better idea. 

“At least | lost that big akilini-head,” he grumbled. Then he cast a quick glance to make sure Onewa 
hadn’t followed him. “Why anyone would make him а Toa, І can’t —” 
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Still searching the crowd for Onewa, Ahkmou slammed right into a pair of pillars and fell over. Не 
sat up, brushed himself off, and was about to snarl something about idiots putting pillars in the middle of 
a chute station when he noticed something very disturbing. 

They weren't pillars. They were legs. 

Toa Metru legs. 

Ahkmou looked up into the smiling face of Onewa. “Going somewhere?” the Toa asked. 

“Just — just back to work,” Ahkmou stammered. “Can’t, um, spend all day sitting on statues, you 
know.” 

“That’s funny,” Onewa replied, gesturing to the nearby chute. “І didn’t know they had moved your 
carver’s table to Ta-Metru.” 

The Toa reached down and gently grabbed Ahkmou, lifting him into the air. “Why don’t we try 
this again? Hello, Ahkmou. Where are you going? Why did someone leave a note for you on top of a 
sculpture? And where is the Great Disk?” 

“| don’t know what you’re talking about! Put me down!” Ahkmou shouted. 

Onewa noticed a Vahki responding to the disturbance. The crowd parted to let the security 
enforcer through. He considered just bolting with the Matoran, but sudden movements would be sure to 
provoke a pursuit, and there wasn’t time for that. 

For his part, Ahkmou had not even noticed the Vahki. His attention was riveted by the sudden 
appearance of Nidhiki, who was watching the action from a shadowy corner of the station with a sinister 
grin on his face. The Matoran frantically weighed the choice between an angry Toa or a smiling, four- 
legged hunter and found it wasn’t any choice at all. 

“Okay, tell you what,” Ahkmou said quickly. “ГІІ help you find the Great Disk, but we have to go 
now. Understand? Now!” 

Onewa glanced at the Vahki, who was still a short distance away. When he looked over his 
shoulder to make sure the other direction was clear, he spotted Nidhiki withdrawing into the shadows. 
The Toa’s eyes narrowed at the sight of him. 

“Sure, Ahkmou,” Onewa said quietly. “І think І do understand.” 


“One of them is lying.” 

Vakama’s words were hard, but his tone was very soft. The Toa were sitting in the shadow of the 
Great Temple, sharing tales of their adventures. When the stories were finished, it didn’t take a vision to 
know something was very wrong. 

“What’s that you’re whisper-saying, fire-spitter?” asked Matau. 

Vakama glanced at the six Matoran, who were standing off the side and looking uncomfortable. 
“It’s just — look at what happened. We went out looking for six Matoran, and each of them was gone. 
They were lured away and promised whatever they wanted most in return for a Great Disk. Meanwhile, 
we ran into ‘accidents’ and sabotage every step of the way. Someone didn’t want us to find them.” 

“And you think one of the Matoran betrayed the others?” asked Nuju. “What about that four- 
legged monster and his friend? Couldn’t they be behind all of this?” 

Vakama hesitated. Nokama leaned over and said: “Go ahead, Vakama. Tell us.” 

“I've seen the four-legged one before,” Vakama said quietly. “His power and his rage were... 
frightening. | don’t think he would bother with such elaborate methods to lure the Matoran. He would 
have just taken them.” 

“But which one can it be?” Nokama asked. “They all knew where to find a Great Disk. They all 
had reasons to dislike one of us. If anything, we have too many clues: notes from Ahkmou to Vhisola, 
notes from Vhisola to Tehutti, Ta-Metru tools, Le-Metru chute maps. Where do we start?” 

“You are looking at what they have in common, Nokama,” said Whenua. “When an archivist is 
trying to solve a mystery of the past, he looks for what is uncommon, out of place. What is different about 
one of them?” 

Nuju frowned. “Old methods уоп” solve this, historian.” 
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“No, Whenua has а point,” said Nokama. “For example, each of the Matoran recognized us as 
Toa Metru. Someone must have told them we had transformed. But none of them ever referred to six 
Toa, did they? Each Matoran only seemed to know about the Toa from his or her own metru. So maybe 


“You’re wrong,” cut іп Onewa. “І didn’t mention it before. | didn’t think it was important. But 
when І talked to Ahkmou on top of the sculpture, he said something odd. He said: You must be one of 
the six’. And he seemed to know our four-legged friend. He called him by name — Nidhiki.” 

All eyes went to the Po-Matoran, who was standing apart from the others. “From what you said, 
Onewa, Ahkmou was the only one who lied about knowing the location of a Great Disk,” said Nuju. “All 
the others practically bragged about it.” 

“Ahkmou’s name was on the note to Vhisola,” said Nokama. 

“There was protodermis dust from Po-Metru near the sabotaged vat controls,” said Vakama. 

“Ahkmou was asking Ehrye about the Great Disks,” added Nuju. 

“Orkahm said Ahkmou need-wanted his disk very badly,” said Matau. 

“And Ahkmou knew about Nui-Jaga, enough to use the idea of one to lure Tehutti to the 
Archives,” finished Whenua. 

There was a long, uncomfortable silence, finally broken by Nokama. “Do you think...? Why would 
he do that?” 

“| зау we ask him,” said Onewa, rising. “And then we haul him to the Майк.” 

“No!” snapped Vakama. “We mustn’t!” 

“Fire-spitter, | am getting tired of you giving orders,” Onewa growled, taking a step toward the 
Toa of Fire. “Who made you leader? Maybe it’s time we found out just which is more powerful, fire or 
stone!” 

Nokama stood and placed herself between them. “Stop it! Metru Nui is in danger. This is no time 
to fight among ourselves!” 

“If you had something besides rocks in your head, carver, you would understand,” said Whenua. 
“Even if Ahkmou is the traitor, he is still the only one who knows where the Po-Metru disk is hidden. We 
need him. But if you feel like you can’t keep an eye on him, well, | —” 

“Listen, you dusty librarian, | found him, and І can keep him in line!” snapped Onewa. “At least 
until | have the Great Disk in my hands.” 

“Our job has just begun,” said Nokama. “If Ahkmou has betrayed Metru Nui, һе is a danger to us 
all, and so is that Nidhiki. Maybe they are working together, or maybe not, but we must beware of both.” 

“Or maybe they need to beware of us,” answered Onewa. 

“Nokama is right,” said Vakama. “We have to find the Great Disks before it’s too late. And we 
һауе to keep an eye on all the Matoran while we’re doing it. The Morbuzakh is not our only enemy.” 

Their conversation was interrupted by the ugly sound of a protodermis structure snapping in two. 
They turned to see Morbuzakh vines hauling the broken remains of a small Ga-Metru temple into the sea. 

“As if we need more than one, with that thing around,” said Onewa. “Let’s go. We have disks to 
find and a really nasty weed to rip out by the roots.” 
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Мом... 

Turaga Vakama paused. The memories of his days as a Тоа Metru were powerful ones. There 
were many times he thought he might never get the chance to tell the tales of Metru Nui and the struggle 
to save it. Now the words spilled from him like a flood, and he found it almost too much to bear. Toa 
Lhikan... the forges of Ta-Metru... his life as a Toa... all so long ago. 

“That can’t be the end of the story,” said Takanuva, Toa of Light. “І mean, there is more, isn’t 
there?” 

Turaga Vakama smiled. “You were the Chronicler before you were a Toa, Takanuva, and that 
questioning spirit still lives on in you. Always you seek to know what is hidden. But you are right, that is 
only the beginning of my tale.” 

“Did you find the Great Disks?” asked Tahu Nuva. “Did you defeat the Morbuzakh? We must 
know!” 

“And so you shall,” said Vakama. “But | am weary, and there is much work still to be done. | will 
continue my tale tomorrow. Before І am done, you will know why we fought so hard for Metru Nui - and 
why we were forced to leave. Mata Nui, in his wisdom, brought us to this beautiful island that bears his 
name. But home will always be Metru Nui.” 

“Very well, then,” said Gali, Toa Nuva of Water. “We will leave you for now, wise one. | know | 
feel the need for a long talk with Turaga Nokama, and | am sure my brothers have similar ideas.” 

“Indeed,” answered Kopaka, Toa Nuva of Ice, quietly. “There have been far too many secrets kept 
on this island.” 

The Toa Nuva filed away, heading in different directions. Only Takanuva remained behind with 
the Turaga of Fire. 

“What troubles you, Toa?” asked Vakama. “Was my tale not what you expected?” 

“It’s not that,” said Takanuva. “І have been a Matoran and now І am a Toa, and yet | still do not 
remember this city of Metru Nui! Why?” 

“You will learn all, in time. Perhaps we should have shared all of this with you long ago, but we 
felt it would be cruel to remind you of a home you might never see again.” 

Takanuva nodded. “Perhaps that was wise, Turaga. But tell me, when you lived in Metru Nui - 
was it wonderful?” 

“Wonderful... and terrible,” said the Turaga. “І fear that when І have finished my tale, the Toa 
will have learned the true meaning of darkness.” 
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Tahu Nuva, Toa of Fire, struggled to accept all that he had heard. Мапу a time he had listened to 
Turaga Vakama, elder of the village of Ta-Koro, tell a tale of past glories. But never such a story as this. 

He had asked the Turaga to share with him and his fellow heroes a tale of Metru Nui. The Toa 
would soon be leading the Matoran villagers to this new island. They wished to be prepared for any danger 
that might await them there. 

The tale Vakama told was a shocking one. He revealed that he and the other village elders had, 
long ago, been Matoran, living in a great city on Metru Nui. Through a strange twist of fate, they were 
gifted with the power of Toa. Their destiny: to save their city from disaster. 

“We believed Metru Nui to be a paradise,” Vakama had said. “But it was a city under siege. A 
dark, twisted plant called the Morbuzakh threatened from every side, bringing down buildings and driving 
Matoran from their homes. If left unchecked, nothing would remain of the city we loved.” 

But how to save the city? The answer came to Vakama in a vision. The Toa Metru had to seek 
out six Matoran who knew the hiding places of the Great Disks. These disks, when used together, could 
defeat the Morbuzakh. It seemed a simple task, and one that would surely prove to all in Metru Nui that 
these new Toa were worthy of being called heroes. 

But the six Toa faced many dangers before the Matoran could be found. Still unskilled in the use 
of their powers, they barely escaped traps that had been set along their way. It soon became clear that 
one of the Matoran was seeking to betray the others, and all of Metru Nui as well. 

It was at that point that Vakama had stopped speaking. Now the Toa had gathered again to hear 
more of his strange tale. 

Gali Nuva, Toa of Water, approached him quietly and laid a hand on his shoulder. 

“Are you ready to continue, Turaga?” she asked. “Should we wait for another time?” 

Vakama shook his head. “No, Toa Gali. These secrets have been kept from you for far too long. 
The time has come to speak. But... it is not easy.” 

“You said that you felt sure one of the six Matoran was walking in shadow,” Tahu, Toa of Fire, 
said. “Why didn’t you turn him over to the enforcers of order іп Metru Nui - what did you call them?” 

“Vahki,” replied Vakama. “We had no choice. Those six Matoran were the only ones who knew 
the location of the Great Disks, and we had to have those disks. But we knew we must take precautions 
against betrayal.” 

“Tell us more, Turaga,” said Pohatu. “Continue your story, please.” 

‘Very well, Toa of Stone,” said Vakama. “Now where was I? Oh, yes. With the six Matoran having 
been found, we Toa Metru were ready to begin searching for the Great Disks. Time was running out — 
with each day, the Morbuzakh grew bolder and more of the city was brought to ruin. 

“It was decided that we would split into teams to search the city for the disks, bringing the Matoran 
with us. Of course, not everyone was happy about this idea...” 
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Vakama’s tale continues... 

“Next time, I’m picking the teams,” grumbled Onewa, Toa Metru of Stone. He had been trudging 
along behind Vakama, Toa of Fire, and two of the Matoran for the better part of an hour. He hadn’t 
bothered to keep his unhappiness a secret. 

Nuhrii said nothing. A Matoran from the Ta-Metru district, all his energies were focused on finding 
the disks. In his mind, he saw himself showered with praise for helping to save the city and maybe even 
having a Mask of Power named after him someday. Turaga Dume, elder of Metru Nui, might even want a 
Matoran of such courage as an advisor. 

The other Matoran on the journey, Ahkmou, was a Po-Matoran carver. He turned back to look 
at Onewa and said, “Since when did Onewa follow the rules? Has becoming a Toa Metru made you soft? 
Leave these two fire-spitters behind and let’s find the Great Disk ourselves.” 

“Sure,” grunted Onewa. “And maybe walk into another trap. Don’t think I’ve forgotten how hard 
it was to catch you, Ahkmou. І trust you about as far as | could throw the Great Temple.” 

Vakama was tempted to tell the bickering Po-Metru natives to be quiet, but that would probably 
just make things worse. Maybe it had been a mistake using Kanoka disks to choose the teams. But they 
were easy to find, since every Matoran used disks for sport, and the three-digit codes on them offered a 
simple way to decide. The two lowest codes worked together, the two highest, and so on. It was just bad 
luck he had wound up with Onewa. They just could not seem to get along. 

They had crossed the border of Ta-Metru a short while ago. Nokama, Toa Metru of Water, had 
found a series of clues to the locations of the Great Disks carved on the wall of the Great Temple. 
According to the inscription, finding the Ta-Metru disk required “embracing the root of fire.” Vakama and 
Nuhrii both knew what that meant, but neither wanted to speak about it out loud. 

Onewa and Ahkmou looked around, uncomfortably. Their home metru was known for its wide, 
flat expanses where massive sculptures were carved and stored. Ta-Metru, on the other hand, was a land 
of fire, where molten rivers of protodermis were forged into masks, tools, and other objects. Buildings 
crowded in close and all of them reflected the red glow of the furnaces. The sound of crafters’ tools 
striking in unison and the hiss of cooling masks seemed to come from every side. 

“| need a rest,” said Ahkmou. “My feet are tired.” 

“Mine too,” said Nuhrii. “Why couldn’t we just take the transport chutes?” 

Vakama frowned. He had insisted that they travel on foot, and Onewa had agreed. Taking the 
chutes would make it too easy for one or both Matoran to jump out midway and disappear into the streets 
and alleyways. “All right. But stay together and stay here.” 

The two Matoran sat down. Vakama walked away, expecting Onewa to keep an eye on them, but 
the Тоа Metru of Stone followed him. “Do you know where we’re going? What is this ‘root of йге?” 
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Vakama gestured toward the buildings that surrounded them. “Well, you know about the Great 
Furnace in Ta-Metru, and all the smaller furnaces and forges here. The flames that feed them come from 
fire pits... the ‘roots’ of the fire. They are highly dangerous places.” 

“Let me guess. Climbing down into one is against the law in Ta-Metru, so we’re going to have 
Vahki squads to worry about.” 

“Probably.” 

“You had better be right about all this,” Onewa said. “Ог it’s the last time I’m trusting you, fire- 
spitter.” 

Vakama felt anger rising in him, and this time didn’t try to fight it off. “Do you have a better plan? 
These six disks are the only thing that can save Metru Nui. Unless we find them, the whole place is going 
to fall to the Morbuzakh!” 

The Toa Metru of Fire pointed over Onewa’s shoulder, but his warning came too late. A twisted 
Morbuzakh vine snaked out of a chute and wrapped itself around Onewa, lifting the startled Toa into the 
air. 

“My arms are pinned!” the Toa Metru of Stone shouted. “І can’t get free!” 

“Hang оп! I’ll save you!” Vakama said, thrusting a disk into his disk launcher. 

“Hang on? Hang on to what??” The Morbuzakh was dragging Onewa toward the chute. Once 
inside, it would be too late to free him. 

Vakama aimed carefully and launched his disk at the vine. When it struck, it sent bitter cold along 
the length of the plant, freezing it solid. With the pressure gone, Onewa was able to wriggle free. He hit 
the ground and looked from the vine to Vakama. 

“Yeah, well,” he muttered. “І could have done that myself... somehow.” He idly swung his fist and 
shattered the frozen plant into a thousand icy shards. 

Vakama turned and headed back toward where the Matoran waited. “You can have the next one 
then. Maybe if you grumble at it, it will go away.” 

“Hasn’t worked with you,” replied Onewa. 

Vakama didn’t answer. The spot where they had left Nuhrii and Ahkmou was empty. He felt a 
sinking feeling inside. If the two of them had vanished... 

“There!” yelled Onewa. He pointed toward the two Matoran, who were fleeing in the direction 
of Po-Metru. The Toa of Stone whirled his proto piton tool above his head and made a perfect throw, the 
cable wrapping around Ahkmou’s legs. Smiling, Onewa began reeling in the Po-Matoran. 

“Nice,” said Vakama. “But here’s an easier way.” He took out a teleportation disk, checked its 
three-digit code to make sure it was low power, and then hurled it from his launcher. It struck Nuhrii a 
glancing blow and the Ta-Matoran disappeared. An instant later, he popped back into existence right in 
front of the two Toa. 

“| guess you weren’t that tired after all,” said Vakama. “So |е 5 keep moving.” 


“So have you ever visited these fire pits before?” Onewa asked. 

“No,” Vakama said softly. “Even mask makers are not allowed near them. The risk is too great.” 

“Scorched Matoran, right?” 

“Not only that,” said Vakama. “If anything happened to the flames in those pits, production in Ta- 
Metru would come to a halt.” Seeing the lack of reaction on Onewa’s face, he added, “There would be 
nothing for the Po-Matoran to carve.” 

They were working their way slowly toward the center of the city, trying to keep off the busier 
avenues. Onewa insisted the two Matoran stay close, while he himself kept scanning the alleys. Vakama 
did not need to ask why. They both could sense they were being followed. 

At one point, just after they rounded a corner, Onewa gestured for them to flatten against the 
wall. They waited a long moment, but no one went by except the occasional Matoran. Finally, Onewa 
peered around the edge of the building and shook his head. “Not there.” 

“Who do you think it is?” asked Ahkmou. 


“Guess,” answered Onewa. A four-legged creature named Nidhiki had been chasing Ahkmou 
when Onewa found him. The same powerful being had been responsible for sabotage and traps 
encountered by the other Toa Metru in their search for the Matoran. Whoever he was, he did not want 
the Toa finding the Great Disks. 

“Maybe we should get off the street,” Vakama suggested. “We can take a shortcut through —” 

“The protodermis reclamation furnace,” Nuhrii finished. “The rear exit would bring us out near 
the fire pits.” 

“Lead the way,” said Onewa. “All these fires, flames, and furnaces look alike to me.” 


The protodermis reclamation furnace was relatively small as Ta-Metru furnaces went, but its fires were 
just as hot and had plenty to burn. Damaged masks, tools and other items were sent here from the 
reclamation yard to be melted down. The resulting liquid protodermis was then fed through special 
channels back to the forges, where it could be used again. What went into the furnace was little more 
than garbage, but what came out might become something wonderful in the hands of a skilled crafter. 

Its function made it ideal for use as a shortcut to the fire pits. For one thing, the place ran itself. 
Few, if any, Matoran actually worked there, so the building would most likely be empty. The Nuurakh, the 
Ta-Metru Vahki squads, did not bother patrolling in the area. After all, who would want to steal trash? 

Vakama led the way as they slipped into the side entrance. The only light inside came from the 
fire in the furnace. The building consisted of a wide catwalk that ran along all four sides and looked down 
upon a long chute. The chute ran through the center of the building, carrying items directly from the yards 
to the flames. The air inside was heavy with smoke and the smell of melting protodermis. 

Onewa walked to the edge of the catwalk and peered down. He had never seen anything like this. 
In his home district of Po-Metru, goods arrived already shaped, and carvers added the finishing touches. 
Watching masks and tools move slowly through a chute toward destruction was incredible and even a 
little frightening. 

Vakama joined him. “Sometimes | am not sure | like this place.” 

“Why not?” 

“It keeps us from learning from our mistakes. We just melt them down and make them go away.” 

“Toa! Watch out!” 

Neither Vakama nor Onewa had time to react to Nuhrii’s shout. Twin blasts of energy struck 
them, sending them tumbling over the catwalk and through the energized walls of the chute. They hit hard 
and lay there, stunned, as the chute moved them closer and closer to the white-hot flames. 

Nidhiki stepped out of the shadows. The two Matoran had run away, but there would be time to 
find them later. For now, he wanted to enjoy his victory over the two Toa Metru. He looked down at the 
unmoving forms of Vakama and Onewa, his dark laughter mingling with the crackling of the flames. 


Nuju, Тоа Metru of Ice, and Whenua, Тоа Metru of Earth, moved slowly and quietly down а 
darkened corridor. All around them, eyes frozen in suspended animation seemed to watch their progress. 
The most fearsome creatures ever to appear in Metru Nui were preserved here in the Onu-Metru 
Archives, still-living exhibits to be studied by Matoran scholars. 

Toa Nuju scowled as they walked through the latest in a series of seemingly endless hallways, 
filled with dusty display cases. Before he became a Toa, Nuju’s job had been scanning the skies searching 
for hints of what the future held for Metru Nui. To him, the Archives were nothing but a monument to a 
dead past. 

“| never knew this place was so big,” he muttered. 

“As big as it needs to be,” replied Whenua, with pride in his voice. “УУе уе added two new sub- 
levels lately. The subterranean sections will someday stretch to the sea in every direction!” 

“Why stop there? Why not just knock down the rest of the metru and turn the whole city into a 
dusty museum?” 

Whenua glanced at Nuju with an expression of irritation. “That might be better than wasting time 
and space trying to predict tomorrows that might not come.” 

Nuju shook his head. They had been having some version of this argument since they left Ga- 
Metru on their search for the Great Disks. Neither one was going to change the other’s mind, so there 
was no future in continuing. “Let’s say we both live in the present for a moment. Do you think it was wise 
to leave Tehutti and Ehrye up above? What if they run off?” 

“We left them in a section of the Archives that Tehutti had never visited before. Even the best 
Matoran archivist would get lost trying to find his way out of an unfamiliar wing, and he knows it. Oh, look 
at that! We found that insectoid arm digging sub-level 6. It’s not Bohrok, but we’re not sure what else it 
might have belonged to.” 

Nuju smiled. Іс was probably too much to ask to expect Whenua to stop giving tours. Even in the 
face of danger - the city threatened by the Morbuzakh plant, a handful of Matoran holding the key to its 
defeat — Whenua was still an old archivist at heart. 

The carving at the Great Temple had advised that “no door must be left unopened” in Onu-Metru 
if the Great Disk were to be found. But the Archives contained hundreds of thousands of doors, if not 
more. Fortunately, Tehutti knew which level concealed the disk. Now the trick was finding it. 

The two Toa Metru turned a corner. Before them, the hallway stretched as far as the eye could 
see. Each side was lined with doors easily four times the height of a Toa. The doors were thick and strong, 
too, and locked tight. 

“Why all the locks?” Nuju asked. “Worried someone will break into the exhibits?” 

Whenua chuckled. “No, Nuju. Worried that the exhibits will break out. Some of these creatures 
seem able to resist our efforts to put them in stasis.” 
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The Тоа Metru of Earth stopped at the first door оп the left. No sign gave a hint of what lay 
behind it, but that wasn’t unusual. One of the rules of the Archives was, “If you have to ask what’s behind 
the door, you aren’t meant to open it.” 

Nuju craned his neck to see the top of the massive door, then examined the equally oversized 
lock. “І don’t suppose you have a key?” 

“No. Only the Chief Archivist has keys to this level. If he knew we were rummaging around down 
here, the Vahki would already be on their way.” 

Nuju raised his crystal spike and fired a blast of ice at the lock, freezing it solid. “Then we make 
our own.” 

Whenua nodded and геууе up опе of his earthshock drills. Іс took only a brief touch to shatter 
the frozen lock. 

The door slowly swung open. Nuju peered inside. “Whenua? There is something in there. Much 
too big to be a Great Disk.” 

Before either of them could move, a gigantic Ussal crab claw shot from inside the room and 
clamped itself around the Toa. “Unngh! Wrong room! Wrong room!” Whenua shouted. 

“І figured that out for myself,” Nuju replied, straining against the mighty claw to no effect. He was 
secretly grateful that it was impossible to see the Ussal to which the claw belonged. This day had already 
had enough nasty surprises. 

“This - owww! - is a very rare creature!” Whenua said. “Try not to hurt it!” 

Nuju pitted every bit of his strength against the claw and didn’t so much as loosen its grip. “We 
are rare creatures, too, Whenua. Right now, | would even say endangered!” 

Whenua activated both of his earthshock drills, setting them spinning at a high rate of speed. “І 
think | have an idea, but it might bring the whole place down on us.” 

“Let me worry about the future,” Nuju replied. “It’s what І do best.” 

Whenua closed his eyes and concentrated on his Toa tools. The earthshock drills could bore 
through virutally any substance, even at low speed. But they had one other feature: when in use, they 
produced a loud hum. 

If | can get them going fast enough, he thought. Hit just the right frequency, maybe... 

The drills became a blur, whirling faster and faster. The hum went from painfully loud into the 
ultrasonic range. Whenua and Nuju both felt certain their heads would split open. Cracks began forming 
іп the walls and ceiling. Whenua pushed as hard as he could to increase the speed, then pushed a little 
harder, doing his best not to scream from the strain. 

Suddenly, they were free. Both Toa dropped to the ground as the monstrous claw retreated back 
into the darkness. Nuju slammed the door after it and created a new lock of thick ice. Then he turned to 
Whenua, who was slowly powering down his drills. 

“Ow,” said the Toa of Ice. 

“Sorry. All that | could think of,” Whenua replied. “No one is quite sure what that thing is, possibly 
a hybrid of an Ussal crab and some larger creature. But we do know it’s practically blind and uses its 
hearing to track prey.” 

“Sensitive ears,” said Nuju. “You gave it a headache.” 

Whenua stood and helped Nuju to his feet. “Welcome to the Archives.” 


“We’re lost-wandering,” said Orkahm. The Le-Matoran looked fearfully around at the unfamiliar 
sights of Ga-Metru. “We’re never going to find that Great Disk!” 

Vhisola gave him a hard look. “We’re not lost,” the Ga-Matoran snapped. “Just a little... turned 
around.” 

“You said you knew where we were ground-walking.” 

“| до!” Vhisola insisted. “It’s around here, somewhere.” 

“Enough,” Nokama, Toa Metru of Water, said sternly. “Arguing won’t get us to the Great Disk 
any faster. It might even make things worse, Vhisola,” she added, pointing down the avenue. 

The Ga-Matoran turned to look. Then she gasped and took a step backwards. Standing beside 
one of the canals up ahead were three other Ga-Matoran, all of them watching the approaching group 
with suspicion. One of them whispered to another, who then ran off toward the Great Temple. 

Matau, Toa Metru of Air, watched the Ga-Matoran disappear and said, “So? They are curious- 
watching. What is the worry?” 

Nokama dropped her voice to a whisper. “It’s more than that. Those Matoran have been claimed 
by the Bordakh, the Ga-Metru Vahki squad. One touch of a Bordakh staff and a Matoran becomes so 
dedicated to order that he will turn in his best friend to preserve it.” 

“Spies,” Matau replied. “Then | have a thought-plan. If it works, then we meet at the spillway quick- 
soon. Understand?” 

“Yes, but what —?” 

“Ha! What do you know about Great Disks?” Matau boomed loud enough for the whole street 
to hear. “І will track-find the disk before you three can even check one proto-dam.” Then the Toa of Air 
swung up into a chute and was gone. 

The two Matoran down the road seemed to think about it for a moment, then they dashed off in 
the direction Matau had gone. Once Nokama was sure they were well away, she started running, dragging 
Vhisola and Orkahm behind her. 

“Hey! Stop it!” Vhisola cried. 

“They will not be able find him, and once they realize that, they will come back here. We must be 
elsewhere.” 

The Toa Metru of Water led them on a winding path through alleys, behind schools, over walls 
and finally to the site of one of Ga-Metru’s mini-dams. Here tides of protodermis were held back so as 
not to overflow the metru’s canal system. Nokama scanned the area but saw no sign of any Vahki or 
watchful Matoran. But she did see Matau standing in the middle of the spillway, arms folded across his 
chest and smiling. 

“What took you so long?” he laughed. 

“You stay here,” Nokama said to Vhisola and Orkahm. “Keep an eye out for Bordakh.” 
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Before either could argue, she ran, jumped, flipped in midair and landed beside Matau. They were 
standing in a wide stone channel through which liquid protodermis flowed into the canals as needed. Right 
now, it was bone dry and would stay that way as long as the main valve was closed. 

“You lost them?” she asked. 

“No one catches a Toa-hero,” Matau answered, leaning in close. “Unless, of course, he wants to 
be caught.” 

“Provided anyone wants to catch him,” Nokama replied. “If we let a little protodermis out, we 
can swim through some of the lesser canals right to the Great Temple. Vhisola says we will find the disk 
there.” 

“Swim?” Matau said, with obvious disgust. “А Toa of Air doesn’t swim — he high-flies.” 

“If he wants to get spotted by the Vahki, he does, yes. Turn the valve, just a little, and get some 
protodermis running through here. | will get the Matoran.” 

Shrugging, Matau walked over to the large wheel that controlled the valve. Then he stopped. 
“Nokama? This is already open-wide.” He grabbed the wheel and tried to turn it, but it would not move. 
“And locked!” 

“What?” Nokama shouted, rushing toward him. She could already hear the roar of a protodermis 
wave heading for the spillway. “Matau, get out of here! Get —” 

The wave smashed into the Toa of Water, sending her tumbling end over end. An instant later, 
Matau, too, was swept up in the flood. Not having Nokama’s experience as a swimmer, he had not thought 
to grab a breath. Now he floundered, hand to his throat as the liquid protodermis filled his mouth and 
lungs. 

Nokama extended her hydro blades in front of her and knifed through the protodermis. She 
slammed into Matau, her momentum carrying them both up toward the lip of the spillway. Then they 
were out of the liquid, landing hard on the stone ledge. 

She rolled the Toa of Air over. “Matau? Matau!” she cried. 

Matau choked and gasped. Then his eyes snapped open and he looked at Nokama, a smile 
spreading across his face. “І knew you cared.” 


Nokama, Matau, Vhisola, and Orkahm walked hurriedly toward the Great Temple. There was no way to 
reach it without being seen, but they did their best to stay inconspicuous. For two Toa Metru, it wasn’t 
easy. Matoran looked at them with wonder and awe, sometimes even fear, but none seemed hostile. 

“Іп Ga-Metru, go beyond the depths of Toa before,” said Nokama. “That’s what the carving said.” 

“And what does that scratch-writing mean?” asked Matau. 

“Іп the sea, below the Great Temple,” answered Vhisola. “Far below.” 

“Oh. Happy-cheer,” said Matau, not sounding happy at all. 


They circled around behind the Great Temple. Only a narrow stone walkway separated the building from 
the sea. Nokama had already announced that she would be going down alone to retrieve the disk. 

“You and Orkahm are not swimmers,” she told Matau. “But if something goes wrong, if | don’t 
return, you will need Vhisola to show you the way out. So she stays here.” 

Matau was going to argue that Toa-heroes should work together. But the memory of almost 
drowning in protodermis was enough to keep him quiet. “Go quick-fast then, Toa Nokama. We will be 
waiting.” 

Nokama nodded, then dove into the turbulent sea of protodermis and vanished beneath the 
waves. Toa and Matoran stared after her, wondering what she might be encountering far below. 

So caught up were they that they never heard the approach of others until it was too late. Matau 
glanced to the left and saw to his surprise three Bordakh, staffs at the ready, closing in. Three more moved 
toward them from the right, leaving their only escape the cold sea. 

“| hate Ga-Metru,” he muttered. 
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Nokama was unaware of what was going on up above. She had reached the very foundation of the Great 
Temple and spotted her prize. Wedged between two jagged outcroppings up ahead was a Great Disk! 

The sight gave her renewed energy. She dove deeper and used all her new Toa strength to pry 
the disk loose. She checked the three-digit code and confirmed that, yes, this disk had been made in Ga- 
Metru and had a power level of 9. Only Great Disks possessed so much raw energy. 

Smiling, she tucked it under her arm and started for the surface. She never noticed that those two 
jagged outcroppings had been massive teeth, or that their owner objected to her intrusion. She kicked 
her legs and swam, even as a pair of massive jaws prepared to snap shut upon her. 


The first thing Onewa felt was the heat. It was never this hot іп Po-Metru, not even іп а Sculpture 
Field in the middle of the day. What in the name of Mata Nui was going on? 

That’s when he opened his eyes and saw the flames leaping in the furnace. Suddenly, he 
remembered the blast, the fall, everything. He shook Vakama, saying, “Wake up! Might be your last 
chance!” 

The Toa of Fire’s eyes snapped open and he looked around. They had moved a long way through 
the chute and were almost in the mouth of the furnace. There was no time to jump out of the chute, and 
once inside the melting chamber, not even the power of the Toa would save them. 

“Don’t you have a disk for this?” asked Onewa. 

“Quiet! | have to concentrate,” Vakama answered. He reached out his hands toward the mouth 
of the furnace and struggled to call upon his Toa energies. He knew that he had the ability to create fire. 
Now he was gambling that he could control it as well. 

The chute brought them closer and closer to the end. Onewa wondered if his Mask of Power 
might be able to rescue them, then sadly remembered that he did not even know what power his mask 
possessed. It was up to Vakama. 

The Toa of Fire summoned every last bit of his willpower and hurled it at the furnace. Then, to 
his amazement, the fires began to flicker. He felt heat pouring into his body as the flames died down to 
mere sparks. Soon, even the sparks were gone. 

“| don’t believe іс” Onewa whispered. “How did you —?” 

“Watch out!” Vakama yelled, just before unleashing twin white-hot bursts of flame that burned a 
hole through the ceiling of the building. The streams of fire lasted for a long, long moment before Vakama 
cut them off. Then he finally collapsed, exhausted. 

“What did you do?” 

“Absorbed the fire,” said Vakama, out of breath. “But | couldn’t contain the power. Had to release 
it, or...” 

Onewa glanced up in time to see Nidhiki back away from the railing and vanish into the darkness. 
He considered giving chase, but he knew his four-legged enemy would already be long gone. Besides, there 
was a worse problem to be faced. 

“That fire blast, Маката, it’s going to bring the Vahki on the run,” he said, helping the Toa of Fire 
to his feet. “The Nuurakh will haul us in for destruction of metru property and our mission will be over.” 

“Nuhrii and Ahkmou?” 

Onewa shook his head. “My guess is we’re going to have to find them. Again. Let’s go.” 


As it turned out, tracking down the two Matoran was not very difficult. Ahkmou had been to Ta-Metru 
before, but didn’t know it well, and wasn’t willing to risk running into Nidhiki. Nuhrii did know all the 
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alleyways and shortcuts, but was too frightened to go very far. Onewa found them hiding among some 
chutes that were closed for repair. 

Vakama knelt down and looked at both of them. “Listen to me. It should be obvious now that 
someone doesn’t want us to find the Great Disks. That means neither one of you is safe until they are 
found. Understand?” 

Nuhrii nodded. Ahkmou shrugged. Vakama decided that would have to be enough. 

“Then let’s go to the fire pits.” 


The Ta-Metru fire pits consisted of a half dozen deep, narrow craters from which spewed forth great jets 
of flame. A nest of underground pipelines fed the fires to wherever they were needed in the metru. Given 
their importance, it was no surprise that the site was fenced in and guarded by Nuurakh. 

“Сап” we just go up and tell them why we need the disk?” asked Nuhrii. 

“If they listened, and if they believed us, and if they were willing to take us to Turaga Dume to 
explain, maybe we would get the disk,” said Onewa. “Or maybe not. So we bend the rules. Hey, you can’t 
make a sculpture without shattering some protodermis, right?” 

“We need a distraction,” said Vakama. 

Onewa smiled. “Done.” 

A few moments later, they were in position. Vakama апа Nuhrii had crept as close to the fence 
as they could without being seen. Onewa and Ahkmou had moved near a pile of stone left over from a 
recent excavation. 

At Vakama’s signal, Onewa focused his elemental power. First, one block of stone went flying to 
crash against the fence. Then two, then six, until the Vahki rushed over to see what was happening. Onewa 
got a little carried away and sent a block crashing into one of the Nuurakh. 

As soon as the Vahki had left their posts, Vakama and Nuhrii rushed forward. Vakama used his 
power to heat up the fence and melt a hole for the two of them. “Are you sure you know which fire pit 
contains the disk?” the Toa Metru whispered. 

“| saw a carving,” answered Миһгі. “І think it was correct.” 

The Matoran led Vakama to the lip of one of the pits. The Toa of Fire peered over, then jumped 
back as the flames roared from it. Once the fires subsided, he said, “Come on, we don’t have long!” 

Melting handholds in the sides of the pit, Vakama climbed down with Nuhrii clinging to him. Down 
below, he could see a disk wedged into the wall, somehow intact despite the intense heat. Vakama reached 
down and pried it loose. Yes, it did have the symbol of Ta-Metru on it, and its three-digit disk code 
indicated it had a power level of 9 — the highest known concentration of energy possible in a Kanoka disk. 

This was a Great Disk! 

“We have it,” said Vakama. “Climb over me and get out of the pit.” 

Nuhrii clambered over Vakama’s shoulders, but before he could make it to the surface, twin 
Morbuzakh vines shot up from the depths below. They wrapped themselves tightly around Toa and 
Matoran and began to drag them down into the fire pit. 

“Free yourself and get out of here! Get the Great Disk to Onewa!” Vakama shouted. 

“| can’t, it’s too strong! Were Vahki bones!” Nuhrii answered, frantic. “The fire pit will erupt any 
moment!” 

The Toa of Fire redoubled his efforts but the more he struggled, the harder the vine pulled. 
Worse, he was bound in such a way that there was no room in the pit for him to aim and launch a disk. 

“Nuhrii, can you reach my last disk? | need you to load it in the launcher.” 

The Matoran nodded and strained to reach the disk. He could just barely brush his fingertips 
against it. “І can’t reach!” 

“Try! It’s more than just us — the whole city is at stake,” said Vakama. 

Nuhrii stretched until the pain was so great he could barely think straight. But his hand closed 
around the disk. “It’s a power level 4,” he reported. “Power code І.” 


As Nuhrii fitted the disk іп the launcher, Vakama continued to fight to get free. Power code І was 
able to reconstitute whatever it touched at random. It was a dangerous disk to use because it was just as 
apt to make the Morbuzakh more powerful than less. But they had no choice. 

Nuhrii wrestled against the might of the Morbuzakh to get the launcher into the right position. 
When it was as well-aimed as he could manage, he triggered the mechanism and launched the disk at the 
spot where the two vines joined. 

It struck the target head-on. Vakama watched, amazed, as the molecules that made up the vines 
were scrambled. The shock made the plant loosen its grip. The Toa of Fire and Nuhrii scrambled out of 
the pit. 

Vakama caught a flash of the new form of the Morbuzakh — a thick vine with long, sharp thorns 
and what looked like a mouth lined with razor-sharp teeth. It gave out an eerie howl and tried to reach 
Vakama, just as the pit exploded into flames again. The Toa Metru knew the flames would not destroy the 
vine, but he had no wish to wait around and see that horror again. 

Toa and Matoran ran for the fence. Both made a point of not looking behind them. 


“What about this one?” asked Nuju, pointing to a metallic door that looked thick and solid. 

Whenua turned, looked, and shook his head. “Мо. It’s not behind that one.” 

“How do you know?” 

“Because | know what’s in there. Leave it alone.” 

Nuju glared at the Toa of Earth. Back in Ko-Metru, Nuju had been an important scholar with vital 
responsibilities. Now he was a Toa Metru, reduced to tramping around dark, musty Archives looking for 
one relic among thousands. So far, he had been squeezed in an Ussal crab claw, weakened by a frost leech, 
stepped in something whose origin he really did not want to know, and gotten hopelessly lost at least 
twice. He was covered in the dust of the past and he did not like it. 

“Whenua doesn’t seem to have any idea what is down here,” Nuju muttered to himself. “So how 
does he know the Great Disk isn’t behind this door?” 

Checking to make sure the Toa of Earth was otherwise occupied, Nuju grasped the handle of the 
door and pulled. Surprisingly, it wasn’t locked. It took his eyes a moment to adjust to the even deeper 
darkness behind the door. Once they had, he noticed something that seemed to be shimmering. Could 
the Great Disk create an effect like that? 

He took a step inside, then another, before his progress was stopped by a clear wall. No, it wasn’t 
a wall. It was the side of a tank filled with liquid protodermis. He pressed his mask against the glass, trying 
to see what, if anything, was in there. 

Suddenly something slammed hard against the inside of the tank, right where Nuju was standing. 
Before the Toa could react, it had circled and smashed into the tank wall again, this time creating a hairline 
crack. On its third pass, Nuju got a good look at it, and wished he hadn’t. The creature was long, serpent- 
like, with powerful forearms and, most disturbing, two heads. Both heads featured narrow greenish eyes 
and a fanged mouth. 

Nuju jumped back as it struck again. Now protodermis was starting to leak from the tank, but this 
was something he could handle. A minimal amount of his power was enough to freeze it and seal the 
crack. But his presence had obviously disturbed the creature, so he felt that he had better leave. 

He turned around. Whenua was standing in the doorway, watching him. 

“Done?” asked the Toa of Earth. “Listen, | know you don’t like it here. It’s not neat and orderly 
like Ko-Metru. Archivists don’t sit in clean towers studying all day, they are out getting their hands dirty. 
But we have rules here too — like don’t annoy the two-headed Tarakava, if at all possible.” 

Nuju nodded. “It does seem... excitable.” 

“Last ones to excite it before it came here were two Ga-Matoran іп a fishing skiff,” Whenua said, 
turning and walking away. “They were lucky to make it out of the sea. The skiff wound up as sawdust.” 

Nuju said nothing. He followed behind Whenua, reminding himself that even in a place devoted 
to the dead past, actions could have consequences. 


Whenua stopped at another doorway. His expression was troubled. “It could Бе іп here. It 
probably would be in here, the way things are going. But, by Mata Nui, | hope it’s not.” 

This door actually had a sign, which read “Keep out.” Nuju wondered what could be behind there 
that would worry Whenua so much. After all, two Toa Metru should be able to handle anything. 

Whenua hesitated before using his earthshock drill to punch through the lock. “І hope we’re ready 
for this. The last archivist that came down here hasn’t spoken a word since. Screams a lot, though.” 

Nuju readied both of his crystal spikes, in case his ice power would be needed. Whenua slowly 
opened the door and the two of them stepped inside. 

They found themselves in a large, brightly lit room. It was completely bare. There was no sign that 
any creature lived there, or ever had lived there. Nuju frowned. This didn’t look very frightening at all. What 
had Whenua been so worried about? 

Both Toa Metru whirled at the sound of the door slamming behind them. Even more surprising, 
Nuju could see the hole made by Whenua’s drills disappearing. They were locked in. 

“What is this?” asked Nuju. 

“No one knows exactly,” said Whenua, looking all around. “Our best theory is that this creature 
has some connection to the random reconstitution disk power.” 

“What creature? There’s nothing here!” said Nuju. 

“You don’t understand,” Whenua replied, as the lightstones suddenly began to dim. “This Rahi 
isn’t in the room. It is the room!” 

The floor beneath Nuju’s feet began to shift. A pair of clawed hands emerged from the stone to 
grasp him around the ankles. A much larger hand sprang forth from one of the walls and narrowly missed 
grabbing Whenua. The room echoed with a low, ominous rumble that sounded like the breathing of a 
massive creature. 

The Toa of Earth dove toward where Nuju stood. Spikes shot out of the walls just above him, but 
Whenua was too nimble to be caught. He grabbed the two hands holding Nuju and wrenched them free. 
The roar in the room grew louder and angrier. 

Now the floor was rising fast, sending both Toa toward a crushing end against the ceiling. Nuju 
fired streams of ice from his crystal spikes, forming thick pillars to keep floor and ceiling apart. But he 
knew they would not hold for long. 

“We have to get out of here,” he said. 

“Any ideas?” asked Whenua. 

“| was hoping you had one.” 

Whenua smiled. “Maybe І do. You can do ice, but what else can you do?” 

Nuju needed no more prompting. He gathered his energies and concentrated on conjuring a 
storm. It was incredibly hard, unskilled as he still was in the use of his elemental powers. But little by little 
the air began to turn colder, and a chill wind started to blow through the confines of the room. Moisture 
in the air condensed into droplets, which then froze into crystals of snow. 

Nuju strained to lower the temperature more, and then still more. Beside him, Whenua shivered, 
frost forming on his mask. It was an open question who would succumb to the storm first, the Toa Metru 
or the creature that had trapped them. 

Then Whenua was pointing to something on the far wall. Nuju strained to see through the snow 
and ice. It looked like an opening in the wall. As the two Toa moved toward it, a wave passed through the 
floor beneath them, hurling them toward the gap. They flew out of the room and crashed against the wall 
of the hallway. Behind them, the gap closed again. 

Whenua groaned and brushed the ice off his body. “І guess it worked. This hasn’t been as easy as 
І thought it would be.” 

“Maybe that’s the first lesson in the life of a Toa,” replied Nuju. “Nothing is easy.” 


The Тоа of Ice was starting to feel he was walking in circles. This sub-level of the Archives seemed to go 
on forever, and he felt certain they had seen some of these doors before. But Whenua insisted that wasn’t 
so. 

“If it’s here, we will have to find it soon,” the Toa of Earth insisted. “We have explored almost 
the entire level. | don’t think —” 

He stopped abruptly and cocked his head, listening to something. Now Nuju could hear it too — 
the steady tramp of feet from somewhere in the halls. The footsteps were too heavy to be Matoran, and 
anyway archivists avoided this section. 

Whenua glanced at Nuju. “We just ran out of time. The Vahki are coming. Someone must have 
heard all the noise down here and called for them.” 

The Toa of Earth started frantically opening doors. “We’re down here without authorization, 
planning to take an artifact. Never mind that it’s in a good cause. You know the Onu-Metru Vahki. The 
Rorzakh will chase us through this entire place and all the way back to the Great Temple before they give 
up!” 

Nuju had to admit he was right. Even in Ko-Metru, Matoran knew never to get a Rorzakh on their 
trail. There was no risk they wouldn’t take to get their job done. There was even a story that a Rorzakh 
had once plunged into a mine shaft, in free fall, to try and catch a lawbreaker. 

The Toa of Ice started pulling open doors on the run. “І never imagined being a Toa would involve 
searching for so many things. | thought Toa had everything they needed.” 

“Maybe not,” said Whenua. “Maybe Toa are just the only ones who have the power to find what 
has to be found.” 

The Toa of Earth yanked another door open. An avalanche of Metru Nui artifacts tumbled out, 
knocking him off his feet and burying him beneath a pile of tools, masks, stone tablets, and more. 

For a moment, all was silent. Nuju took a step toward the pile when the artifacts started to shift. 
Then Whenua’s hand shot out of the pile, holding the Great Disk. 

Nuju smiled. Іс was time to gather the two Matoran and head to Ko-Metru where, he was certain, 
the search for the Great Disk would proceed in a much more orderly way. 


Nokama swam in long, steady strokes, her eyes focused on the surface. She could make out 
indistinct figures through the water. There was Matau, and Vhisola, Orkahm, and... Vahki! 

The sight made her stop short. Only then did she sense the disturbance in the water, as if nature 
itself were crying out to her. She whirled to see the giant sea beast closing in on her. She wanted to 
scream, but opening her mouth underwater would save the Rahi the trouble of ending her existence. 

Nokama forced her fear away. It was all right for a Matoran to be afraid, but she was a Toa now. 
She could fight back, and just maybe solve two problems at once. 

Clutching the Great Disk tightly, she sped for the surface. The monstrous Rahi was right on top 
of her, caught up in the hunt and determined to catch a meal. Nokama burst out of the water and into 
the air, diving toward one group of Vahki. The beast followed close behind, leaping, jaws snapping, hungry 
for its prey. 

At the last possible moment, Nokama curled into a ball and flipped downwards. Unable to change 
direction, the Rahi slammed into the startled Vahki. Matau used the distraction to summon a strong wind 
and blow the other Vahki into the water. 

“Now we are in trouble-danger,” said Matau. “Vahki hate fish. And baths.” 

“Then let’s not wait for their complaints,” said Nokama. “We have the disk. Let’s go!” 


The four did not stop running until they had reached the borders of Le-Metru. Here they lost themselves 
in the crowds that filled the transport hub of Metru Nui. Vhisola kept looking over her shoulder as if she 
expected the Vahki to be gaining. 

“Why am | here?” she asked. “You have the Ga-Metru disk. | don’t know anything about the Le- 
Metru disk! Why can’t | go home?” 

“You are safer with us,” said Nokama. 

“Yes, four-legged Rahi-breath out there somewhere,” added Matau. “You wouldn’t want to run 
into him.” 

Neither Toa Metru chose to tell the whole story. Each of the six Matoran who had joined the 
Toa on their quest for the disks had their own reasons for wanting the artifacts. For some, it was personal 
glory, for some spite, and the heroes believed Ahkmou wanted the disks for far darker reasons. Both 
Nokama and Matau felt letting either of their Matoran wander off was risking more trouble with the Vahki, 
or worse. 

Matau led them to a strangely quiet section of the metru, marked by broken chutes and mangled 
support beams. No repair crews were in sight, nor any chute operators. Nokama glanced at Matau, who 
said simply, “Morbuzakh.” 

The Toa of Water looked around, concerned. An area of the metru ravaged by Morbuzakh vines 
would make a good hiding place, but it also meant the plant might strike here again. They would have to 
be on their guard. 


“What did the carving-speak say about the Le-Metru disk?” Matau asked. 

“The Great Disk of Le-Metru will be all around you when you find it,” answered Nokama. 

Matau looked left and right. “І don’t see it.” 

“That’s because it’s not here,” said Orkahm. “You won't find it by moving fast, Matau. As hard as 
it might be for you, you will have to slow down to retrieve it.” 

Matau frowned. To a high-flying Toa Metru like him, “slow down” sounded like a curse. “So where 
is it hidden-lost?” 

“That’s just it,” said Orkahm. “І found it, but it’s not іп that place anymore. It could be anywhere 
by now. It’s in a force sphere!” 

Matau sat down heavily, his eyes on the ground. Nokama looked from him to Orkahm and back 
again. “15 that bad?” she asked. 

“Very,” Matau replied, nodding. “Very, very.” 

“Is someone going to explain to me what’s going on, or do you need a downpour to convince 
you?” she snapped. 

“All right, you know what a chute is?” said Orkahm. “It’s protodermis with a magnetic energy 
sheath that keeps things fast-moving through it. Sometimes, if there’s a break-flaw in the chute 
construction, some of that energy snaps off and wraps-folds in on itself.” 

“It travels everquick through the chutes,” said Matau. “Its magnetism draws things inside: tools, 
debris... and a Great Disk. The longer it exists, the more mighty-strong it becomes.” 

“And then what happens?” asked Nokama, not sure she wanted to hear the answer. 

“When it gets big enough and strong enough, it rips-tears chutes to pieces,” said the Toa of Air. 
“Force sphere gets deep-buried under the wreckage and implodes. All gone.” 

“Along with everything inside it,” said Nokama grimly. “We have to find it!” 

Orkahm pulled out a chute map of Le-Metru and showed it to the two Toa, pointing to one 
junction close by. “It was here just before Toa Matau and | high-flew to the Great Temple.” 

Toa Matau traced the force sphere’s most likely route until he came to a spot on the map that 
looked to Nokama like a complete tangle of chutes. “There! Too many chutes wrapped around each other 
will slow it down. We'll find it there!” 


“There” turned out to be an ancient portion of the metru, apparently built long before anyone tried 
making sense of the chute system. Nokama had never seen anything quite so complex or scrambled 
together. She wondered how any Matoran made it through what Matau called “the Notch.” 

The Toa of Air was perched up above one of the chutes, his keen eyes scanning the route. If he 
was right, the force sphere would come flying by any moment. All he would have to do would be jump 
inside it, grab the Great Disk, and then get back out. 

“Easy!” he insisted. “Except for the getting out. And the getting in. And maybe seek-finding the 
disk.” 

Orkahm cried out. The force sphere was barreling through the chute, heading for the Notch at 
an incredible rate of speed. It was larger than a Toa and its interior was a whirlpool of magnetic energy 
and protodermis fragments. Nokama questioned whether anything living could survive in there. 

If Matau was worried, he didn’t show it. As the sphere passed through the chute beneath him, he 
dove inside. 

Instantly, the energies of the sphere took hold of him, threatening to tear him to pieces. Tools, 
bolts, and other small items swirled about him in a mad dance, striking him again and again. Meanwhile, 
the sphere continued on its rapid pace toward the Notch. 

Outside, Orkahm’s eyes widened. He and Matau had been wrong. The sphere was not going to 
slow down for the Notch! It was going to rip it to pieces and then collapse in on itself, taking the Toa of 
Air and the Great Disk with it. 
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Matau could sense what was happening, but it was too late to do anything about it. If he jumped 
out now, he would lose the Great Disk and the city would be doomed. If he stayed, at least there was a 
slim chance he could — 

Yes! Reaching out blindly, he had grasped something that felt like a disk. Fighting the pull of the 
sphere, he brought it close enough to his mask to see it was indeed the Le-Metru Great Disk. As he 
admired it, a chunk of protodermis smashed into his hand, almost making him lose his grip. 

Matau couldn’t see out of the sphere, but he knew the Notch had to be coming up fast. He had 
to overcome the sphere’s pull and leap out now, but there was nothing to brace himself against. Without 
that, he could do nothing but tumble helplessly like all the rest of the sphere’s captive debris. 

My own strength will not be enough, he told himself. | will have to match ту Toa-power against it. 

The last time Matau had used his elemental abilities, it had taken all his concentration to form just 
a simple cushion of air. This time, it seemed to come a little easier, but he was also attempting a much 
harder task. It was going to take a mini-cyclone to overcome the force sphere’s power and tear himself 
free. 

There was no time to let the winds build up slowly. Matau pushed his powers to their limit, forcing 
the air around him to swirl violently. Suddenly, he was in the center of a whirlwind which sucked the 
breath from his lungs. It was an open question whether the implosion would end his existence or 
suffocation would do it first. 

The world became a blur as Matau spun around and around inside the cyclone. He could feel 
himself beginning to black out, but knew if he did, the windstorm would cease and any hope of escaping 
the sphere would be gone. He fought to stay conscious. After all, it wouldn’t look very impressive to 
Nokama if the Toa of Air perished on his first big mission. 

Then suddenly he was flying through the air. It took him an instant to realize he had been thrown 
free of the force sphere. Unfortunately, his whirlwind was still active, sending him hurling into a support 
post with a loud crash. 

Nokama, Vhisola, and Orkahm ran over to where Matau lay on the ground. The Toa of Air wasn’t 
moving. Hesitantly, Nokama reached out and touched his shoulder. “Matau?” 

He rolled over abruptly and, smiling, thrust up a hand holding the Great Disk. “See, Nokama?” he 
said. “І told you, no worry-problem!” 


In Metru Nui, Ko-Matoran were known for many things. Their devotion to learning was second 
to none. Their ambition to become Knowledge Tower scholars was incredibly powerful. Their attitude 
toward Matoran from other metru was usually cold, and sometimes bordered on rude. Since they almost 
always had their attention focused on a tablet, a carving, or some complicated philosophical problem, they 
often missed things going on around them. 

That was why none of the Ko-Matoran bothered to look up and notice Toa Metru Whenua 
hanging on to a tower for dear life. 

“| thought you were good at this,” Nuju snapped, scrambling to pull his fellow Toa back onto the 
roof. 

“No, that’s Onewa who swings around buildings,” shouted Whenua. “I’m Whenua, who falls off 
them!” 

With a mighty heave, Nuju succeeded in yanking the Toa of Earth back to relative safety on top 
of the ice-covered Knowledge Tower. Whenua immediately used his earthshock drills to dig himself 
handholds. 

“Don’t damage the crystal underneath,” warned Nuju. “І should have gone with my first instinct 
and done this by myself. | knew what the consequences of this alliance would be.” 

“We worked together all right in Onu-Metru. Remember? Oh, | forgot, you ignore the past, don’t 
you?” Whenua replied. “Besides, if you worked alone, you would probably just wind up like poor Tehutti.” 

The Onu-Matoran was standing on a nearby rooftop with Ehrye, his eyes wide and confused. 
Ehrye had a grip on his arm to keep him from wandering off. The four of them had encountered a patrol 
of Keerakh, the Ko-Metru Vahki, and Tehutti had made the mistake of running. One swipe of a Keerakh 
staff and he lost all sense of time and place. Judging by the things he had said since, Tehutti thought he was 
back in the Archives cataloging a Fikou spider exhibit. 

“Are you sure the Great Disk is up here?” Whenua asked, getting cautiously to his feet. The winds 
were strong this high up and the Knowledge Tower rooftops had steep inclines. One slip and down he 
would tumble again. 

“You were there when Nokama translated the carving,” replied Nuju. “In Ko-Metru, find where 
the sky and ice are joined. Besides, Ehrye says it is near here, atop one of these Knowledge Towers.” 

Nuju stood at the edge of the roof and studied the gap between this tower and the next. His first 
attempt to travel by ice slide had failed miserably, so he was reluctant to do it again. Better to leap and 
rely on his crystal spikes to stop any fall. 

Taking a running start, Nuju jumped into space. He had gauged his leap perfectly, arcing down 
close enough to the next tower that he could catch the side with a spike and anchor himself. Back on the 
other roof, Whenua looked on, frustrated. 


Nuju raised his free spike and fired а blast of ice. When he was done, there was а thick, frozen 
beam in place between the two towers. “Wrap your arms around it and slide across,” he instructed 
Whenua. 

The Toa of Earth did some quick calculations, which included his new mass post-transformation, 
the thickness of the ice, and the velocity he would achieve just before he was smashed flat on the ground 
below. When he was done, he reported, “It will never hold.” 

“Yes, it will,’ Nuju insisted. “Probably,” he added quietly. 

Whenua jumped, caught the ice beam, and rapidly slid across the gap. He had made it halfway 
when the ice began to crack and splinter behind him. He struck the side of the building and dug in his 
earthshock drills even as the beam collapsed completely. 

“Ko-Metru needs more chutes,” Whenua muttered. 

Most Ko-Matoran don’t travel by rooftop,” said Nuju. “Look below.” 

Looking down was not high on Whenua’s list of things to do, but the urgency in Nuju’s voice left 
no room for argument. The Ko-Matoran far below looked like microscopic organisms, but those weren’t 
what Nuju was pointing out. No, it was the half dozen Keerakh scuttling through the crowd and heading 
right for this particular Knowledge Tower that had the Toa of Ice worried. 

“| thought we had left them far behind,” said Whenua. 

“Keerakh are efficient,” answered Nuju. “We аге not where we’re supposed to be. It’s their job 
to change that. Keep moving.” 

The two Toa Metru made it to the top of the tower. Whenua looked over the side and saw the 
Keerakh were climbing up the side of the building. “We have problems, Nuju.” 

“Worse than you know,” said Nuju, pointing to the next tower. Three more of the Ko-Metru 
Vahki were gathered on its roof, waiting. “Keerakh have found a way to take the element of chance out 
of tracking. They simply figure out where you are going and get there first.” 

“Have a plan?” 

“Something like that,” said Nuju, levelling his crystal spike and sending a blast of ice at Whenua. 
Instantly, the Toa of Earth was covered in a thick layer of ice from shoulders to knees. 

“What are you doing?” Whenua demanded, struggling in vain to get free. 

Nuju ignored him and turned to the Vahki on the opposite roof. “After a long pursuit, | have 
caught this thief from Onu-Metru. Take him to Turaga Dume for punishment.” 

The three Vahki looked at each other, obviously trying to figure out when the strange being with 
the twin spikes joined their side. With the closest thing Keerakh could give to a shrug, they sprang from 
their perch to take custody of Whenua. 

In mid-leap, Nuju caught them with an ice blast and froze them solid. One swipe of his spike 
shattered the ice surrounding Whenua. “The Vahki have kindly provided us with a bridge. Let’s use it.” 

The two Toa Metru ran across the bridge of frozen Keerakh to the next roof. Nuju looked over 
his shoulder to make sure Ehrye and Tehutti were well-hidden a few towers back, then turned his 
attention to Whenua. “Are you all right?” 

“Well, | won’t be in a hurry to visit the icier parts of the Archives for a while,” the Toa of Earth 
replied. “Next time, give me a little warning.” 

“All right. Hit the ground,” said Nuju as he dove flat on the roof. Whenua joined him just as Nuju 
used his spikes to create a thin layer of snow and ice over them both. “Keep quiet,” the Toa of Ice 
whispered. 

Whenua could barely make out what was going on outside their icy shell. He spotted the shapes 
of the Keerakh reaching the top of the other roof. Half of them immediately went to work chipping away 
at the ice bridge while the other half crossed it in pursuit. One walked right over where the Toa lay, 
camouflaged. 

Whenua started to rise. Nuju grabbed his arm and said softly, “Мос yet. Wait.” 

“Wait? Wait for what?” 

“You're the archivist,” Nuju said quietly. “What do you know about Keerakh?” 
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“Let’s see. Ko-Metru Vahki. Order enforcement technique is disorientation. Нага со hide from 
because they’re always one... step... ahead of...” Whenua smiled. 

“Exactly,” said Nuju. “І do not know how they do it, but they do. So rather than run from 
them -” 

“We follow them,” Whenua finished. “And they lead us right to the Great Disk.” 


Of course, following Vahki was easier said than done. In their dormant state, Vahki occupied a circular 
hive, with one Vahki monitoring each direction. Though they appeared to be completely inactive, Vahki 
sensory apparatus never fully shut down. Any sound or movement was instantly detected. When Vahki 
traveled, they moved in much the same way, always with an eye turned toward the flanks and rear. 

For that reason, Nuju had recommended that Ehrye and Tehutti be left behind. Tehutti kept 
ranting about misfiled Fikou anyway, and Ehrye was in no hurry to walk into a possible Keerakh trap. So 
the two Toa Metru traveled alone, relying on speed and stealth to keep up with the Vahki and keep out 
of sight. 

Their journey ended at a central tower. The half dozen Vahki paused there and began to mill 
around. After a few moments, each Keerakh locked its four legs into place on the icy roof and settled in 
to wait. 

Nuju frowned. “Of course, there is one problem with this plan.” 

“That’s a change — you not thinking ahead,” said Whenua. “Maybe what the Vahki need is a little 
disorder. Get me down from up here.” 

Nuju moved to the far edge of the rooftop and checked to make sure the Vahki had not yet 
noticed their presence. Then he used his elemental energies to create a thick pole of ice stretching from 
the roof to the avenue below. 

“Г was thinking more like pointing me toward a chute,” said Whenua. 

“This is faster.” 

“Right. At least it will be over quick,” said Whenua, getting ready to ride down the pole. “When 
you see your opportunity, get that disk. I'll meet you in Ga-Metru.” 

Nuju watched as the Toa of Earth slid down and vanished in the icy mist. Then he went back to 
watching the Vahki. 


Down below, Whenua was doing his best not to get sick. He was moving much too fast, with no way to 
slow down. At this rate, he would succeed in distracting the Vahki by making a very large hole in the 
street. 


On the rooftop above, Nuju was counting quietly to himself. When he reached 10, he launched two more 
bursts of ice from his crystal spikes. They arced over the side of the building and disappeared. 


Whenua saw the ice bolts approach and then pass him. The next thing he knew, he was flying down a 
winding ice slide that had suddenly formed around the pole. The angle of the slide kept changing so that, 
little by little, Whenua’s descent was slowed. He still hit the ground hard, but Nuju’s calculations were 
correct. The Toa of Earth hadn’t suffered any serious injury. 

That’s the second time he’s surprised me today, thought Whenua. Hope it isn’t going to become a habit. 

He looked around. A few Ko-Matoran had looked up from their studies long enough to notice 
that a Toa Metru had just dropped into their midst. It was only a matter of time before one summoned 
additional Vahki. Whenua went to work, using his earthshock drills to cut a hole in the street. 

Once the opening was wide enough, the Toa dropped down. As an archivist, he knew the 
underground of Metru Nui better than any of the other Toa. Immediately beneath the streets were 
mechanisms designed to help keep the metru clean, protodermis pipes, and the occasional nest of rodent 
Rahi. Farther down would be whatever sub-levels of the Archives had extended this far, and beneath 
that... beneath that, he preferred not to think about. 


For now, he was only worried about the immediate sub-surface. Using опе drill to bore through 
the street above, he used the other to disrupt the cleaning mechanisms, break the occasional narrow pipe, 
and generally make a mess. He made no effort to keep it quiet — the more noise the better. 

He knew what would be happening above right now. Ko-Matoran would be looking around in 
wonder and annoyance at the disturbance. The sound would be traveling up to the sensitive ears of the 
Vahki. They would never be able to resist the chance to clamp down on such obvious disorder. 


High above, the Vahki were proving Whenua right. First one, then two, peered over the side of the roof 
to see what was happening below. Unable to get a good look due to the icy mist that perpetually hovered 
over Ko-Metru, the Vahki squad left their positions and began climbing down the side of the Knowledge 
Tower. 

Nuju waited until they were gone, then leapt to the next roof. He was sure the Great Disk must 
be there somewhere, but he saw no sign of it. He scrambled to get a little higher on the inclined roof and 
slipped, hurtling toward the edge. 

Before he could put his crystal spikes to use, he had fallen over the side. At the last moment, he 
reached out and grabbed a huge icicle that hung from the ledge. It wasn’t unusual to see icicles up this 
high, but he quickly noticed that this one was just a little different from the rest. 

Frozen in its heart was a Great Disk. 


Beneath the street, Whenua continued his labors, keeping an eye on the hole through which he had come. 
As soon as he saw Keerakh peering down through it, he knew it was time to be elsewhere. Revving up 
his drills, he punched a hole through the floor and then through the next level as well. Plunging through 
the gap, he tumbled into an Archives sub-level. 

No Ko-Metru Vahki would ever find him down here. He took off at a run, following the winding 
corridors in the direction of Ga-Metru. If all had gone well, he would meet Nuju there with two Great 
Disks between them. 


Тоа Onewa апа Ahkmou walked side by side through the Po-Metru sculpture fields, Vakama and 
Nuhrii bringing up the rear. The journey had been made largely in silence, with the exception of Ahkmou 
giving directions to the hiding place of the Great Disk. They had already taken a few wrong turns thanks 
to the Matoran’s “forgetting” exactly where it was concealed. 

“It’s not far,” Ahkmou said. 

“That’s the tenth time you’ve said that,” Onewa replied. “I’m beginning to think you don’t want 
us to find the Great Disk.” 

“Of course | do,” said Ahkmou. “Okay, so maybe | wanted them for myself at first. But now | 
realize that you six Toa need them to save the whole city. | wouldn’t get in the way of that. Only, what 
are you going to do with the Great Disks once you have them?” 

Onewa shrugged. “І don’t know. This is Vakama’s plan. | suppose we'll give them to him.” 

Ahkmou chuckled. “І see. So he gets all of you to go out and gather the six most powerful items 
in all of Metru Nui, and then you just turn them over to him? No questions asked? | wish | had thought of 
that.” 

Г bet you do, thought Onewa darkly. 

“So who’s this four-legged friend of yours? The one who likes pushing Toa into furnaces?” asked 
the Toa of Stone. 

“He’s no friend,” answered Ahkmou. “We were... business partners. He asked me to get him the 
Great Disks. Doing it seemed like a better idea than having him angry at me. He didn’t say why he wanted 
them.” 

“And you didn’t ask. What did he promise you in return?” 

“Protection,” said Ahkmou. “Something we both need right now. Look!” 

Po-Matoran were running from the Sculpture Fields in a panic. Only two things had been known 
to make crafters move that fast: quitting time and a rogue tunneler. Unfortunately, it was too early for 
work to be done for the day. 

Tunnelers had been a problem in Po-Metru for as long as Onewa could remember. They were 
lizard-like Rahi, normally about twice as long as Matoran were tall, with an appetite for solid protodermis. 
They had been known to dig up into warehouses and consume everything from raw protodermis blocks 
to finished tools. Rarely did they pose a real threat to the Matoran workers, but every now and then one 
went bad and began rampaging through the work areas. 

Vakama and Nuhrii had caught up now. “What’s going on?” asked the Toa of Fire. 

“A little problem,” said Onewa. 

“A big problem,” corrected Ahkmou. 

The tunneler had emerged from beneath the surface into the middle of the Sculpture Field. Іс was 
bigger than any Onewa had ever seen, easily three times the size of a Toa. Worse, its scales were mottled 
with dark patches and its eyes were red. In a tunneler, both were sure signs of madness. 
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“Maybe І can scare it off,” suggested Vakama. Before Onewa could stop him, he had lobbed a few 
small fireballs in the direction of the tunneler. Not wanting to hurt the beast, Vakama had aimed well over 
its head. 

If the tunneler could have smiled, it would have. As the fireballs approached, it reared up on its 
hind legs and purposely let itself be hit. An instant later, it had transformed from a creature of scales and 
claws to a monster of flame. 

“Were not in your metru, Vakama. Fire’s not the answer to everything,” Onewa said sharply. 
“Tunnelers absorb whatever power you throw at them. We've gone from a menace to a catastrophe.” 

All around the creature, sculptures had begun to melt. Every step it took left a charred footprint 
in the soil. Even at a great distance, the two Toa Metru could feel the heat. 

“If that thing makes it out of the Sculpture Fields, all of Po-Metru could burn,” said Onewa. “Let’s 
see if it wants to play catch.” 

The Toa of Stone lifted a huge boulder and prepared to throw it. Vakama couldn’t understand his 
strategy — most of the rock would melt before it ever reached the tunneler, and what was left wouldn’t 
do any damage. 

Onewa tossed the boulder. It began to glow and melt as it got closer to its target. But enough 
made it through that the tunneler had to bat the fragments away with its tail. As soon as rock met tunneler, 
the creature transformed again, this time becoming a thing of stone. 

“Well, that helps a little,” said Onewa. The tunneler brushed lightly against a massive sculpture, 
and the statue crumbled from the blow. “Or not.” 

“| һауе an idea, but we'll need Nuhrii апа Ahkmou’s help,” said Vakama. He turned around and 
saw both Matoran were gone. A moment later, he heard the sounds of a struggle from behind one of the 
sculptures. 

The Toa of Fire looked behind the statue. Nuhrii had Ahkmou pinned on the ground. “He was 
trying to run away again,” said the Ta-Matoran. “But he brought us here. Seems to me he should help us 
get out again.” 

“You’re both going to help. Here’s what we’re going to do.” 


The tunneler slowly blinked its stone eyes. Two of the little ones were still in its sight, jumping and yelling 

in a language it didn’t understand. The two larger ones had disappeared. Ordinarily, there was no cause 

to harm little ones, unless they got in the way of a meal. But these two were annoying with their noise. 
With a snarl, the tunneler lumbered forward to silence them. 


“Now!” shouted Onewa. He slung his proto piton onto a nearby statue and he and Vakama swung from 
their perch high above. As they passed over the tunneler, Vakama unleashed a quick, intense fire blast at 
the ground. 

Fire met sand right in front of the creature, fusing the ground into glass. Startled by the light and 
heat, the creature whipped its tail forward, striking the new glass surface. That was all it took for the 
tunneler of stone to change to a tunneler of crystal. 

The creature spotted the two Toa Metru and started to take a step forward, only to be stopped 
by the sound of a sharp crack. Its new glass body wasn’t strong enough to support the tunneler’s size. 
Every move it made caused another hairline fracture to appear, so the tunneler wisely decided to stay 
still. 

“That should keep it occupied until the Vahki arrive,” said Onewa. “Then the archivists can decide 
what to do with it.” 


Onewa looked up at the tallest sculpture he had ever seen. It looked like an upside down mountain, 


balancing on its peak. Nokama had said that the Toa must seek a “mountain in balance” if they were to 
find the Po-Metru Great Disk. This certainly looked like the spot. 
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“It’s up there,” confirmed Ahkmou. “Embedded іп a jagged hole near the top. Good luck getting 
it out.” 

The thought of the climb made even the Toa of Stone а little dizzy. He had no doubt he could get 
up there. It was getting down that might pose a problem. 

“Are you sure you want to go up there alone?” asked Vakama. “І could —” 

“No,” Onewa replied. “If | have to be concerned about me falling, | don’t want to have to be 
worrying about you falling too. Besides, if | don’t make it down...” 

Vakama nodded. Risking both Toa Metru would be foolish. Someone had to be left to get the 
Great Disk if Onewa failed. 

The Toa of Stone dug one of his proto pitons into the side of the sculpture and began to climb. 
Vakama, Ahkmou, and Nuhrii watched him as he slowly ascended, each alone with his thoughts. 

Onewa moved slowly, but steadily. His new body was far stronger than his Matoran form had 
been but still his shoulders and arms already ached from the effort. And there was still so far to go. 

His thoughts drifted back to the Great Temple and the moment he and the others had become 
Toa. He had certainly never imagined, when he brought the Toa stone there, that his whole life was about 
to change. Nor would he necessarily have picked his five fellow heroes of Metru Nui. Vakama was too 
much of a dreamer, Nokama seemed a little stuck on herself, Matau was simply annoying, and Nuju and 
Whenua argued constantly. 

Still, they must have been chosen for this honor for a reason. Just as a Po-Metru crafter carefully 
selected the right tools for a job, so the Great Spirit Mata Nui must have had a plan in mind when he 
chose the six. But what it could be, Onewa had no idea. 

Then an awful thought struck him. What if they were not the Matoran meant to become Toa? 
What if there had been a mistake? An accident? What if one or more of them got Toa stones when they 
were not meant to do so? What would that mean for Metru Nui? 

The idea disturbed him so much that his hand slipped off his proto piton. He caught it, just barely, 
and decided to stop worrying about what might have been. Things were the way they were. If a crafter 
got handed a badly made tool to carve, well, he worked with what he was given. Onewa would have to 
do the same thing. 

He was nearing the top now and could see the Great Disk. Getting it out without bringing the 
slab of protodermis down on top of his head would take skill. 

Onewa planted one proto piton, tested to see if it was firm, and then let go of the other. He took 
hold of the Great Disk and gave a tug, but it wouldn’t budge. Another, and another, and still it wasn’t 
going to move. 

The Toa of Stone saw only one chance. He was going to have to use both hands. He crawled as 
far up to the top of the sculpture as he could and let go of the piton. He grabbed the Great Disk with 
both hands and pulled with all his strength. It gave just a little. Then a little more. One more tug would do 
It — 

It was free! 

Onewa felt a split second of triumph. Then he realized the slab was teetering in his direction. That 
was the good news. He was also falling to the ground, far, far below. 

Desperately, he reached out and grabbed one of his pitons. The force of his fall tore it loose from 
the sculpture, but at least now he had a tool. Now if only he could think of something to do with it. 


Down below, Vakama watched Onewa’s fall with horror. None of his disks would help in this situation, 
and melting the slab wouldn’t save the Toa of Stone. But there had to be some way his elemental power 
could help. 

Then he remembered something from his lifetime spent around heat and flame. He reached out 
with his Toa energy and began to heat the air beneath Onewa. Hot air would create an updraft that would 
slow the Toa’s fall, Vakama was almost certain. It wouldn’t save him, but it might buy him time to save 
himself. 
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Onewa felt his fall slowing slightly as a blanket of warm air surrounded him. He didn’t know if it was 
Vakama giving him this chance or something else, but he was determined not to waste it. He slung his 
proto piton and caught it on part of the sculpture, twisting his body so he would swing rather than just 
stop abruptly. The sudden deceleration still felt like it would tear his arm off, but his new Toa strength 
won out. 

He paused to catch his breath and make sure the Great Disk was safe. That’s when the shadow 
fell on him. Onewa looked up to see the massive slab falling right toward him. 

He dove headfirst off the sculpture. He tossed his piton ahead of him, felt it catch on the sculpture, 
and swung around and down. It was now only a short drop to the ground. Onewa hit the sand and rolled, 
grateful to be back on solid ground. 

Then the shadow came again, and he heard Vakama shouting, “Watch out!” 

The huge slab of protodermis crashed to the ground with a force that sent tremors throughout 
Po-Metru. When the cloud of sand finally cleared, there stood Onewa, unharmed. Miraculously, the 
portion of the “mountain” that had come down on him contained the hole that had housed the Great 
Disk. 

From his vantage point, Vakama smiled. Someday, if Onewa allowed it, this would be a wonderful 
tale to tell. 
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Маката, Onewa, Nuhrii and Ahkmou were the first to make it back to the Great Temple. It was 
Onewa who spotted the squad of Ga-Metru Vahki circling the place. 

“What do you think? Could Nokama and Matau be in trouble?” asked Vakama. 

Onewa shook his head. “If they had taken two Toa Metru in, the Vahki wouldn’t still be here. I’m 
guessing our friends slipped away and the Vahki are searching the area for them.” 

“And the other Toa Metru could walk right into their claws. We have to lure them away from 
here. But what would make Vahki pass up the chance to capture two powerful strangers who appeared 
in their metru?” 

“How about six?” said Onewa, smiling. 

“Did | mention this was a bad idea?” asked Nuhrii, trying not to tremble. 

“At least eight times,” answered Onewa. “It’s simple. Just run up to the Vahki and say what we 
told you.” 

“Why would they listen to a Ta-Matoran? This is Ga-Metru!” 

“Nuhrii, if a Rahi with a slime trail came up to them and told them where to find us, they would 
listen,” said Onewa. “Don’t worry. We'd send Ahkmou, but bad things tend to happen whenever he’s out 
of my sight.” 

“Remember, this isn’t just about us,” said Vakama. “It’s for the sake of the whole city.” 

The Ta-Matoran shrugged. “Yeah. So you keep saying.” 

Nuhrii dashed out into the avenue and ran straight for the Great Temple. Тһе Vahki immediately 
flew down and surrounded him. The Toa could not hear what the Matoran was saying, but if he stuck to 
the script, he was claiming to have seen six strangers on the other end of the metru. They were keeping 
Matoran from doing their work and generally causing trouble. 

As Onewa had expected, that was all the Vahki needed to hear. The Bordakh transformed from 
bipeds to four-legged creatures, their tools now serving as their front legs. Then they flew off in the 
direction Nuhrii had pointed. As soon as they were gone, the Ta-Matoran sank to his knees. 

Vakama ran over to him. “Good job, Nuhrii.” 

“You owe me one,” said Nuhrii. “You all owe me one.” 

“Let’s hope the city survives long enough for you to collect.” Vakama turned at the familiar voice. 
Nokama was standing behind him with Whenua, Matau, and Nuju, and all were carrying Great Disks. A 
feeling of relief washed over him - in their first great test, the Toa Metru had succeeded. 

“We did as you asked,” said Nuju. 

“We sought-found the Great Disks,” added Matau. “Now what?” 

“Tell us how to save the city,” said Whenua. 

“Отттт... well...” Vakama began. His visions had only shown that the Great Disks were needed 
to stop the destruction of Metru Nui. The “how” of it had never been revealed. 
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“Come оп, fire-spitter, this was all your idea,” snapped Onewa. “We chased all over the city for 
these things. What are we supposed to do with them?” 

“We are supposed to act like Toa,” said Nokama. “Vakama put us on the right path. Now we 
must all decide on the next step. Let us share what we know. Vhisola’s researches confirmed what Vakama 
said — the six Great Disks, used together, can defeat the Morbuzakh. More, it seems there is a single root 
that is the center of this menace.” 

“Ehrye showed me records іп the Knowledge Tower that refer to a ‘king root,” said Nuju. “It 
can be recognized by the brown stripe that runs up and down its length.” 

“But where сап it be?” asked Whenua. “It must be huge, to support so many vines over so much 
distance. Where could such a thing conceal itself?” 

“The Archives?” suggested Onewa. “You could hide a Bohrok swarm or three in that place, and 
still have room for an akilini disk tournament.” 

Whenua shook his head. “ГІІ admit there are a lot of unexplored places down there, but | think 
we would have noticed evil greenery. What do we know about this thing that might suggest a hiding 
place?” 

“It’s strong. It’s persistent,’ Vakama began. “Іс doesn’t seem to like the cold, but thrives in heat. 
Гуе never seen anything else survive іп a fire pit.” 

“The Great Furnace,” muttered Nuhrii. When the Toa all turned to look at him, he said, “Don’t 
you see? If it loves the heat, what better place to hide?” 

“He’s right,” said the Toa of Fire. “Outside of the fire pits, which are too heavily guarded to 
provide sanctuary, the Great Furnace is the most significant source of heat in Ta-Metru. If it’s driven 
Matoran away from the area, the Morbuzakh king root could easily conceal itself there.” 

“Then our course of action is clear,” said Nokama. “If there’s a chance the root of this menace is 
in the Great Furnace, then it is to the Great Furnace we shall go. And Vakama will lead us.” 

“Is that so knowing-wise?” asked Matau. “What makes him any better than the rest?” 

Nokama started to answer, but Vakama cut her off. “I’m not interested in being a leader. All | care 
about is saving the city. Ta-Metru is my home, and І know it better than any of you, so maybe Nokama’s 
right in saying | should be in charge. After we defeat the Morbuzakh, you can all do as you like.” 

“Too much talking,” said Nuju. “Not enough doing. Let’s get this over with.” 

“Any special reason for your hurry?” asked Onewa. 

“| hate plants,” answered Nuju, as he walked away. 


Over their strong objections, the Matoran were going along on the journey to Ta-Metru. Matau had joked 
that their job would be to keep the king root busy while the Toa waited for the right moment. He assured 
them that the moment would surely come while at least a few of them were still on their feet. It took 
Nokama some time to calm them down after that, and she firmly asked Matau to please keep his jokes to 
himself. 

They were traveling along back paths through the city. By now, the Vahki in all six metru had been 
stirred up and would be watching the chutes. Whenua commented that it was too bad they couldn’t 
change back to Matoran at will, if only to be able to sneak around more effectively. 

“You can go back to being a Matoran if you want,” Matau had replied. “I like being a Toa-hero!” 

By the time they reached the borders of Ga-Metru, Vhisola was looking over her shoulder every 
few seconds. While the Toa were scanning the air for signs of Vahki, her eyes were fixed on the ground, 
the shadowy alleys, and anywhere else from which danger might spring. 

“What’s the matter, Vhisola?” asked Nokama. “You are with six Toa. You will be safe.” 

“No, | won't,” she whispered. “Neither will you, any of you. Don’t you know what they say about 
Morbuzakh vines?” 

“Tell me.” 

“When the Morbuzakh knows you are looking for it —” Vhisola paused and looked around again. 
Then, in a whisper so soft Nokama could barely hear, she said: 
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“It comes looking for you.” 
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Just across the northern border of Ta-Metru lay a nearly deserted neighborhood. It had been the 
site of the first appearances by the Morbuzakh vines. Countless Matoran had disappeared from there, 
many more had fled for their lives deeper into the metru. Since they entered the area, Vakama had not 
spoken a word. 

“| do not like this place,” said Matau, looking around. “It feels cold-dead.” 

“Where are all the Matoran?” asked Nokama. 

“If Ta-Metru is anything like Po-Metru, they are living now with friends or co-workers,” answered 
Onewa. “Some insist on staying near the Vahki hives, believing it to be safer there. If they work near the 
outskirts, they’re careful not to travel alone. Every few moments, they stop working to listen for the 
approach of a vine.” 

Whenua frowned. “There was nothing in the past history of Metru Nui to hint such a crisis might 
occur.” 

“But something like it was bound to happen,” said Nuju. “We relied too much on others to 
protect us — Toa, Vahki, even Turaga Dume. When something happened they could not handle, all the 
Matoran could do was run. | could have predicted this.” 

“Then why didn’t you?” asked Vakama, gesturing at the abandoned buildings all around. “Why 
didn’t anyone?” 

“| predict we better find a place to hide,” broke in Onewa. “There’s a Vahki squad up ahead.” 

“This way.” Vakama led his fellow Toa Metru and the six Matoran into a narrow alleyway. Using 
his flame power, he melted the lock on an old door and shepherded them inside the building. 

The heat struck the Toa like a fist. Although no Matoran seemed to be present in the forge, fires 
still leaped high and smoke made it hard to breathe. Tools were scattered about at the work stations and 
some items had even been left to melt in the flames. 

“They left in a hurry,” said Whenua. “Maybe we should do the same.” 

The Toa of Ice felt something strike his armor and bounce off. Іс made a sharp sound when it hit, 
as if it were a pebble. When it happened a second time, Nuju said, “What is that?” 

Nokama’s keen eyes had spotted where the second object landed. She bent down and scooped it 
up. It was a round object, roughly a quarter of the diameter of a Kanoka disk. Its outer shell was pitted, 
extremely hard, and the colors of fire. “It looks like some kind of... seed.” 

Another fell, and then another. That’s when the full impact of what she had just said became clear 
to her. She looked up at the ceiling. It was covered in seeds, which were beginning to fall at a rapid pace. 
“Oh, Mata Nui protect us,” she whispered. “Morbuzakh seeds! It must be!” 

Now the Тоа Metru were caught in a downpour. When the seeds struck, tiny vines sprang forth 
from the shell and wrapped around whatever was closest, hanging on with an unnatural strength. 

“We have to get out of here!” Vakama shouted. He took two steps before black-brown tendrils 
wrapped around his legs, bringing him down hard. More seeds struck him, their vines binding him as 
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effectively as chains. He could see the other Тоа struggling, their arms pinned со their sides, their tools 
out of reach, as more seeds rained down. 

The clatter of the shells striking the ground was deafening. Already, the stone floor was covered 
with a layer of rapidly germinating seeds. The little vines writhed like a nest of baby serpents, striking out 
to entangle the Toa. Nokama was in the worst shape, with vines covering her from neck to toe and 
reaching for her Mask of Power. 

None of the six Matoran had made it back out the door. They were pinned to the walls by tendrils, 
like insects caught in a blackened web. 

Vakama rolled across the floor, trying to find a sharp-edged fragment of protodermis he could use 
to saw through the vines. Whenua was on his feet, slamming his body against the wall, evidently trying to 
stun the plants into letting go. 

But it was Nuju who first managed to escape. Nokama’s eyes widened as she saw him slice through 
the vines binding him with an icicle. Іп mere moments he was free and rushing over to help her. “We have 
to get the others out of here. Help me!” 

While Nuju hurried to untie the other Toa, Nokama used her hydro blades to free the Matoran. 
Then they all rushed out the door before the vines could grab hold again. Vakama slammed the door shut 
behind them, stamping on the vines as they tried to slip underneath. “Nuju! Onewa! Bring the building 
down!” 

Onewa called on his elemental energies as Nuju did the same. From one side of the building, a 
pillar of stone rose into the air. From the other, a pillar of ice took shape. Nodding to each other, both 
Toa released their control and sent the twin pillars crashing into the roof. Under the weight of rock and 
ice, the forge collapsed in on itself, burying the plants. 

Nokama felt a shudder run through her form. “Do you think that will stop them?” 

Vakama shook his head. “Maybe for a little while. You know what this means, don’t you?” 

“It’s reproducing,” said Whenua, “and we have no idea how many other seeds might be waiting 
to sprout. Their roots will link up with the king root and the Morbuzakh will be everywhere.” 

“Іс could overrun our сісу-һоте,” Matau said quietly. “Тоо many vines to stop, too little time.” 

Vakama checked to make sure his disk launcher was loaded. Then he turned to the group and 
said, “Let’s go. We һауе a weed to pull.” 


As they walked, Nokama turned to Nuju. “І appreciate your rescue. But how did you get free?” 

“| saw what the seeds were doing to the others,” he said, his eyes looking straight ahead. “So 
when they began to strike me, | took a deep breath and expanded my chest. Then when І let the breath 
out, | had just enough slack to move a little. | didn’t need my spikes to make something as simple as an 
icicle.” 

“That’s amazing!” 

Nuju shrugged. “I’m from Ko-Metru. We think ahead.” 


The Great Furnace was not as big or imposing as the Coliseum in the center of Metru Nui. It did not have 
the feeling of power and mystery that Ga-Metru’s Great Temple possessed. But every Ta-Matoran looked 
at it with awe and wonder. It was a symbol of what made the metru great — the power that turned solid 
protodermis to molten liquid, and the skill to shape that raw material into the tools Matoran used every 
day. 

Now Vakama stood outside the entrance, staring up at the reddish-black exterior, wondering just 
what was lurking in the heart of the flame. 

“So this is the plan?” asked Onewa in disbelief. “We knock оп the front door and ask if the 
Morbuzakh can come out to play?” 

“| am not saying we should listen to all of Vhisola’s fears,” replied Nokama, making an effort to 
remain calm. “But if she is right —” 
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“If she is right, then we are facing more than just a plant,” said Matau. “It сап think-plan. And it 
probably already knows мие ге here.” 

“Then we won't keep it waiting,” said Vakama. “Nuhrii, you and the other Matoran will accompany 
us inside, but stay back. There is no telling what we will encounter in there.” 

“One of us should stay out here to run for help, if need be,” offered Ahkmou. “I volunteer.” 

“If we fail,” said Onewa, “Metru Nui will be beyond help. Besides, you were so anxious to get the 
six Great Disks, Ahkmou, | think you should see them in action.” 

The six Toa Metru looked at each other. The time for talking had passed. Each knew that the 
challenges they had faced so far could not compare with what they were about to attempt. No one needed 
to say that this might be the last adventure for one or more of them. Their goodbyes to each other were 
exchanged in silence. 

Vakama melted the lock on the massive door. With a final look at his friends, he opened the 
gateway to the Great Furnace. 
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Тоа and Matoran entered the structure. Just inside the door was a small, bare chamber. Its 
purpose was to give Matoran a chance to prepare before they proceeded to the inferno inside, or give 
them a chance to rest after they had spent some time laboring in the furnace. Beyond this chamber was 
the outer ring, a buffer to keep the intense heat from reaching the outer walls of the building. 

Surprisingly, there was no sign of the Morbuzakh here. A moment of panic swept through Vakama. 
What if they had been wrong? What if the king root was not here? 

Then we find it, wherever it hides, he said to himself. There’s no other choice. 

He grasped the handle of the door to the outer ring. Vakama could feel the heat through it. In his 
mind, he was prepared for almost anything on the other side of that door. But in his heart, he wondered 
if six new, still untried Toa Metru would have the power to prevail. 

Disk launcher ready, Vakama threw open the door and rushed inside. Dim lightstones cast an 
unsettling glow on the long, narrow chamber. The air was filled with a strange, soft sound that seemed to 
come from everywhere at once. 

“What is that?” asked Vakama. “It sounds like hissing.” 

“No, not hissing,” replied Nokama. “It’s... whispering.” 

The Toa Metru stopped dead and looked around. The stone floor of the chamber was broken in 
numerous places. Growing from the cracks were small, twisted plants, with buds that stank of rot. Close 
inspection showed the buds were pulsating. 

“It’s them. The sounds are coming from them,” Whenua said. “Are they —” 

Onewa stepped carefully, trying to avoid touching any of the plants. “Yes. They’re young 
Morbuzakh. New vines growing to strangle the city.” 

The whispering grew louder. The children of the Morbuzakh sensed that they were not alone. A 
few of the plants began to stir, as if ina breeze. Then more started moving as agitation spread throughout 
the outer ring. 

“We cannot allow these things to grow-thrive,” said Matau. 

“Let’s see how they like a touch of frost.” Nuju lowered his crystal spikes and sprayed a fine mist 
of ice over the plants. As the Toa watched, the ice spread across the entire crop. The plants began to sag 
beneath the weight, their whispering growing louder, then fainter. Finally, all was silent. 

Nokama took a step forward and water splashed around her feet. “Nuju! The heat in here is 
melting your ice.” 

“Then ГІІ make more,” said the Toa of Ice. He poured more and more of his energy through his 
tools, creating layer after layer of frost on top of the plants. Each time the heat of the Great Furnace 
would melt the ice and the plants would begin to struggle again. Then Nuju would call on more of his 
power. 


The seesaw battle between Тоа Metru and the flames of Ta-Metru went оп for several long 
minutes. The other Toa could see that Nuju was weakening. He staggered and would have fallen if Matau 
had not caught him. 

“My power... almost gone...” gasped Nuju. 

This was a mistake, thought Vakama. Our true struggle is waiting beyond this chamber. We should have 
saved our power for that. But why would the Morbuzakh leave these young vines undefended? 

The Toa of Fire got his answer in the next moment. Wave after wave of thorns flew from the 
walls, knifing through the air at the Toa Metru. “Toa! Defend yourselves!” Vakama shouted, hurling 
firebursts to incinerate the projectiles. 

Whenua yelled as one of the thorns grazed his armor. He activated his earthshock drills and began 
shredding the thorns as they came close. Across the chamber, Matau was conjuring a wind funnel to blow 
the thorns away, while Nokama used her hydro blades to parry them. Onewa was having the most trouble, 
but he stood and let the thorns strike him to buy the Matoran time to seek shelter. 

The six Matoran had hit the ground and were scrambling through the melted ice toward the door. 
Nuhrii glanced up and saw that the hail of thorns was heaviest near the exit. “We'll never make it!” 

“We have to,” said Ahkmou. “I’m not staying here!” 

“Be quiet, Ahkmou!” snapped Tehutti. “We might not be here if it weren’t for you. | saw 
something in the Archives once that might help us. Everyone join hands!” 

The other five Matoran did as Tehutti asked. “Now concentrate,” the Onu-Matoran said. “We 
һауе to focus on our unity. That means you too, Ahkmou!” 

At first, their efforts seemed to have no effect. Then a glow surrounded the six Matoran and their 
bodies grew hazy and indistinct. There was a sudden, bright burst of light, and when it faded, one Matoran 
stood where six had been before. 

“We are one,” the being said in a voice that sounded like a combination of the six Matoran. “We 
are the Matoran Nui.” 

The eyes of the merged being scanned the chamber. The Toa Metru were fighting for their lives 
against the thorn barrage, but making no progress. “We understand now,” said the Matoran Nui. “No one 
Matoran’s ambitions are more important than Metru Nui as a whole. We must aid the Toa.” 

The Matoran Nui darted forward, moving so quickly it dodged the thorns. Then with one blow it 
demolished the door to the inner chamber. The Toa Metru turned at the noise to stare in amazement at 
the new being in their midst. 

“Go!” said the Matoran Nui. “Defeat the Morbuzakh and save the city! It is what you were meant 
to do!” 

Vakama had a million questions, but no time to ask any of them. He turned to the other Toa and 
shouted, “Follow me!” 

The six heroes of Metru Nui charged into the heart of the Great Furnace toward what might be 
their final conflict. The Matoran Nui watched them go, whispering, “Mata Nui protect you all.” 


Outside of the Great Furnace, the Matoran Nui split apart to become six Matoran again. They 
blinked and stumbled, drained from their experience. “That was incredible. The power!” said Ehrye. 

“Let’s do it again,” said Vhisola. “Think of all we could do for our city.” 

Ahkmou shook his head and backed away. “No. No. No way. If you five want to risk your lives, 
go ahead, but count me out. I’m looking out for what’s most important: me.” 

“Then go,” said Tehutti. “If unity, duty, and destiny mean nothing to you, run back to Po-Metru, 
Ahkmou.” 

Тһе Po-Matoran laughed. “We'll see each other again. Don’t worry. And then we will see just 
whose destiny will win out.” 

With that, Ahkmou turned and fled into the shadows. 


The Toa Metru stood in the midst of a nightmare. 

The massive inner chamber of the Great Furnace had been transformed into a sanctuary for the 
king root of the Morbuzakh. Dominating the room was a huge, thick, winding stalk that extended from 
the ground all the way to the rooftop. The winding stripe that ran down its length marked it as the source 
of the Morbuzakh plague. 

Branches extended all along the root, entwining themselves with the masonry of the walls and 
floors. The king root had truly become a part of the Great Furnace. The Toa Metru could imagine each 
of those branches extending beyond the furnace, with multiple vines sprouting from them to threaten 
Metru Nui. 

Waves and waves of intense heat washed over the Toa. Already Nuju and Whenua were beginning 
to weaken. Vakama turned to the Toa of Water, saying, “Nokama, you must use your power to try to 
keep us cool. Can you do it?” 

“| don’t know,” replied Nokama. “І will do my best.” 

The Toa of Water concentrated, calling on her energies to condense the moisture in the air into 
a cooling mist. It was an enormous drain, with the heat taking its toll on her as well. She could not help 
but wonder how long her strength would hold out, and what would happen if she fell. 

Vakama felt overwhelmed. The king root was far bigger and more frightening than he had ever 
dreamed. How could six disks, even Great Disks, bring such a monstrosity down? But what choice did 
they have? 

“Ready the disks,” he said. “We will strike together and —” 

“Noooo!” The voice cracked like lightning in the minds of the Toa. “You will not desssstroy the 
Morbuzakh!” 

“What? Who was that?” said Onewa, looking around. 

“Іс wasssss I!” the voice boomed again. 

“Mata Nui,” whispered Nokama. “It’s the Morbuzakh - it speaks!” 


“Yessss, І sssspeak. І ssspeak. | think. І feel. Апа Metru Nui sssshall be mine!” 

Vakama could see no eyes or mouth anywhere on the root. It was not truly speaking, the Toa 
were simply hearing its thoughts. Worse, they could sense its feelings - an overwhelming hunger to 
possess the city and drive away anything that was not Morbuzakh. There was more there as well, traces 
of another intelligence, but they were too vague for the Toa to comprehend. 

“My armssss extend to every part of thissss city,” the Morbuzakh continued. “І ат in the 
furnacesss, the canalsss, the chutesss. The Matoran live and work only because | choossse to let them. But 
if they anger me —” 

A vine suddenly shot out of the wall, wrapped around a pipe, and crushed it to dust. “Firsst, | will 
drive the Matoran away from the outskirtsss of the city, so they cannot essscape. Then | will claim this 
place as my own. Those who ssssurvive can ssserve the Morbuzakh, or perisssh.” 

The full horror of what they were hearing struck the Toa then. This was no mere overgrown 
menace, like the wild Rahi beasts that sometimes appeared in the city. The Morbuzakh was intelligent, 
cunning, and evil beyond anything they had ever imagined. None of them doubted that, if allowed to spread 
unchecked, this thing would do what it promised. Metru Nui would fall and the Matoran would become 
slaves of the Morbuzakh, or worse. 

So shocked were the Toa Metru that none of them noticed a vine creeping up behind Whenua. It 
struck amazingly fast, ripping the Great Disk from the Toa’s grasp and snaking up toward the ceiling. 
Whenua shouted and grabbed the vine, which lifted him high into the air. 

Nuju ran, leaped, and caught Whenua’s legs. He, too, was yanked off his feet and up toward the 
ceiling. The Morbuzakh vine whipped around violently in an effort to shake the Toa off. “Hang on!” shouted 
Nuju. 

“Thanks! That was my plan!” said Whenua. “Did you come up here just to tell me that?” 

Down below, vines had wrapped themselves around Vakama and Onewa, but Matau had proven 
too fast for them. The Toa of Air darted across the floor, heading straight for the king root. “Morbuzakh, 
meet a Toa-hero!” 

Before Matau’s startled eyes, a new vine grew out of the root. Before he could change direction, 
the vine swatted him out of the air and sent him crashing into the wall. 

Nokama, still straining to maintain her power, watched as Vakama’s fire and Onewa’s stone failed 
to make the vines break their grip. Above, Nuju had called upon his ice power but it was too weak to free 
him and Whenua. 

This is all wrong, she thought. We are all fighting individual battles, instead of working as a team. There 
has to be a way to stop this thing! 

Ignoring the possible consequences, Nokama suddenly dropped her efforts to keep the Toa cool 
amid the awful heat. She fired a stream of water up toward the vine that held Whenua’s Great Disk, 
shouting, “Nuju! Freeze this!” 

The Toa of Ice did as she asked, forming the curving stream of water into an ice hook. Reaching 
out and grabbing it, he used the ice to pull the end of the vine close. “Whenua! Now!” 

Whenua thrust his earthshock drill forward and sliced through the vine. The portion holding the 
Great Disk fell away and plunged toward the ground as the vine writhed. 

Nokama glanced at Matau, who had finally regained his feet. Her eyes met his and she knew he 
was ready. He raised his aero slicers and hurled a blast of air at the falling vine, blowing it toward Nokama. 
The Toa of Water caught it on the fly, tore the vine loose, and held the Great Disk up proudly. 

“Your first defeat, monster!” she shouted at the king root. “But hardly your last!” 

“You can delay me, but not defeat me!” The Morbuzakh’s voice sounded like a swarm of metallic 
hornets. “І am а part of Metru Nui now. І am thisss city, and it 1555 me!” 

“Then we will tear you out by the roots, Morbuzakh!” Vakama shouted. “Опе way or another, 
your reign ends today!” 
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The vine holding Vakama swung him close to the body of the king root. Vakama took the 
opportunity to toss fireballs at the Morbuzakh, but the plant simply absorbed them. “Yesssss,” said the 
Morbuzakh. “More! Fire feedssss me!” 

Whenua looked down at Matau, who nodded. Then the Toa of Earth let go of the vine, sending 
Nuju and himself plummeting toward the ground. When they were midway through their fall, Matau sent 
two mighty gusts of wind toward them. The wind caught the two Toa and flung them across the chamber 
right at the vines holding Vakama and Onewa. 

Toa of Ice and Toa of Earth slammed into the vines. The impact freed the two trapped Toa, who 
dropped to the ground. They had no chance to rest, however — Morbuzakh vines were now coming from 
every side, trying to grab the Toa or their Great Disks. 

Now began a desperate struggle, for the Toa Metru were not facing just one powerful, if immobile, 
enemy. They were fighting the thousand “arms” of the Morbuzakh, each as strong as the last, which struck 
and then slithered away. Toa tools flashed. Fire, ice, water, stone, earth, and cyclones filled the air. But 
for every vine the Toa struck down, three more rose to take its place. 

Eventually, the Toa began to tire. Without extensive practice in controlling and rationing their 
elemental energies, their powers began to run low. Little by little, the vines drove them away from the 
king root, growing bolder as they sensed the Toa slowing down. 

“You cannot sssstop me,” hissed the Morbuzakh. “You have not the ssstrength. That isss all right. 
Too weak to be heroesss, perhapsss, but you will ssstill make excellent ssslavesss.” 

“He’s right,” said Vakama. “We can’t win this way.” 

Onewa drove off another vine and looked at the Toa of Fire in disbelief. “This was your idea, and 
now you’re quitting? What kind of a Toa are you?” 

“Stop fighting,” МаКата said flatly. “It’s our only chance.” 

“You have gone around the chute,” said Matau. “We stop hard-fighting and the vines will 
overwhelm us and drag us to the -” The Toa of Air suddenly stopped and a broad smile appeared on his 
face. “For a fire-spitter, Vakama, sometimes you can be almost as quick-smart as a Le-Matoran.” 

Vakama checked to make sure that all the Toa had their Great Disks in their hands. Then he 
shouted, “Now!” As one, they dropped their Toa tools and stopped struggling against the vines. 

At first, the Morbuzakh did not seem to know how to react. When the king root spoke in their 
minds, there was confusion in its tone. “You would not sssurrender. Thisss is sssome trick. My vinesss 
could crusssh you where you ssstand!” 

“Then do it,” said Nokama. “Don’t just talk about it.” 

“Maybe when we are done here, we could transplant this thing to Ga-Metru,” Whenua suggested. 
“You know, add it to the garden near the canals. Ga-Matoran could climb it and build root-houses.” 

“As long as it stops speaking,” said Nuju. “There is nothing | dislike more than a talkative shrub.” 

“Do what you like, Morbuzakh,” snapped Onewa. “І would rather be fed to the Great Furnace 
than live in a city run by an obnoxious, foul-smelling, overgrown pile of vegetable matter good for nothing 
but clogging canals.” 

The Morbuzakh’s bellow was so loud the Toa thought sure their heads would split open. Six vines 
shot around and wrapped around the heroes’ waists, hauling them through the air toward the king root. 
The pressure of the vines was tremendous, threatening to squeeze the air out of the Toa’s lungs. 

“Before you ssserve, you will sssuffer!” 

Vakama held up his Great Disk as the other Toa did the same. “No, Morbuzakh. You have had 
your season. The time for the harvest has come!” 

Pure power flashed from the six Great Disks, blindingly bright bands of energy that twisted around 
each other. Lightning flashed wherever two bands touched, striking at the vines that reached for the Toa. 
Then the energies blended together, forming a sphere in midair that moved slowly and inexorably toward 
the Morbuzakh. 

Desperately, the Morbuzakh tried to escape its own end. It writhed, the sheer power of its vines 
pulling down the walls of the Great Furnace. Masonry rained down from the ceiling as the plant’s upper 
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branches tried to batter their way to freedom. Great blocks of protodermis crumbled and fell into the 
flames, consumed in an instant, and still the Morbuzakh struggled. It had truly become one with this 
fortress of fire, and now both were about to fall. 

Taking advantage of the distraction, the Toa fought their way free of the vines that imprisoned 
them. Vakama looked up and saw that power no longer flowed from his Great Disk, nor from any of the 
others. But the sphere still existed, growing larger and larger every moment. 

“Toa, we have to go! Now!” he shouted. “The Morbuzakh will bring the Great Furnace down 
upon us!” 

Then came a sound the Toa Metru would remember for the rest of their lives: the sound of the 
king root screaming. 

That put an end to any arguments there might have been. Instead, the Toa raced for the exit to 
the outer chamber, pausing only to pick up their tools. They did not stop running until they were far from 
the Great Furnace and the thing that had dwelled inside. 

Only Vakama dared to look back. Through the crumbling walls, he could see that the energy 
sphere now encompassed the king root. Its walls had sliced through the multitude of vines, the high 
branches, and the deep roots that anchored the Morbuzakh in the ground. All around, the plant growth 
that had menaced Metru Nui was writhing and crumbling to dust. 

The king root hung suspended in the air now, trapped within the energy sphere. Cut off from the 
ground below and from its branches and vines, the root could no longer draw energy from the fires of 
Ta-Metru or feed it to the rest of the plant. It was alive, but isolated, a creature once connected with all 
of Metru Nui and now utterly alone. Eventually, its howls of rage began to fade away in the minds of the 
Toa, replaced by the sound of their own thoughts. 

The Great Furnace was now nothing but rubble and flames. The sphere glowed amid the wreckage 
as the struggles of the king root ceased. Then, as suddenly as it had appeared, the energy was gone. The 
king root struck the ground with a resounding crash and then crumbled to nothing before the Toa of 
Fire’s astounded eyes. 


All around the city, Matoran looked on in wonder as the Morbuzakh vines turned to dust. Soon, there 
would be no sign of the plant left, except for the damage it had done. But the defeat of the Morbuzakh 
would not bring back all the Matoran who had vanished since the vines had first appeared in Metru Nui. 

Back at the ruins of the Great Furnace, Nokama looked at Vakama. “15 it really over?” 

“Yes,” said the Toa of Fire. “With the king root gone, the rest of the Morbuzakh should soon 
follow. We have passed our first test as Toa Metru.” 

“Then why are we standing here?” asked Matau. “Let’s bring these ever-powerful disks to the 
Coliseum and tell the world we аге Тоа-һегоев!” 

The six Toa Metru looked at each other and smiled. Matau’s idea sounded like a good one. After 
all, despite their differences, they had found the Great Disks, defeated the Morbuzakh, and saved their 
city. As they walked away from the site of their first great victory, they knew they were no longer the 
Matoran they had been... or even the new Toa they had become... 

They were heroes of Metru Nui. 


Мом... 

Turaga УаКата rose, signaling that his tale had come to ап end. Takanuva, the Toa of Light, stood 
as well, smiling. “What a wonderful story!” he said. “The six of you started out as Matoran, just like | did, 
and became heroes. | bet the whole city turned out to cheer for you!” 

Vakama chuckled. “You are attaching a happy ending to my tale, Takanuva, because you wish there 
to be one. But there is much more to tell.” 

“You had a vision when you first became a Toa,” said Tahu, Toa of Fire. “A vision of disaster. Did 
defeating the Morbuzakh spare the city from that terrible event?” 

“It spared the city from the Morbuzakh,” said Turaga Vakama. “We believed that was enough. 
Our world was very simple, Tahu, with good on one side and evil on the other.” 

“What’s wrong with that?” asked Onua, Toa of Earth. “І mean, we Toa challenged the Rahi and 
many other threats to this island. We fought for justice and to defend the Matoran and their villages. We 
stood up for the light and defeated the darkness that rose against us.” 

“You are very wise, Onua,” said Vakama. “But you have only the wisdom of your experience. That 
is why you are here now - to gain the wisdom of mine.” 

There was an uncomfortable silence, broken finally by Takanuva. “It’s late. | suppose we should 
leave Turaga Vakama to his rest. There will be time tomorrow for another tale. There is another tale to 
tell, isn’t there, Turaga?” 

“Oh, yes, Takanuva,” said Vakama. A dark one indeed, he added to himself. 

The Toa departed, all but Gali, Toa of Water. She had always been sensitive to others’ moods, 
and she could tell that Vakama was troubled. It was more than just confronting the memories of his past. 
It seemed as if there were some terrible secret he knew he must share, but dreaded doing so. 

“Why do you tell these tales, Turaga?” she asked softly. “Is it only to prepare us for the journey 
to Metru Nui, and what we may encounter there?” 

“You already know the answer,” he said, “or you would not ask the question. No, there is a great 
difference between the Toa Nuva that you are, and the Toa Metru that we Turaga were long ago. Your 
enemies hide in the shadows, but you know they are there. They make no effort to hide the darkness in 
their hearts. For us, it was... different.” 

“But you were strong,” she said. “You triumphed. You had the three virtues to guide you — Unity, 
Duty, Destiny.” 

“Yes, we six had done our duty, we believed,” Vakama said, with a trace of sadness in his voice. 
“And we felt certain we had achieved our destiny. But our unity? That still remained to be forged in the 
fires of danger, far greater danger than we had known before.” 

Vakama leaned on his firestaff. Not for the first time, Gali found it hard to believe that the Turaga 
had once been a mighty Toa Metru. “You see, Toa of Water, we believed that we knew all we needed to 
know to be heroes. We could challenge an enemy, outwit it, defeat it, save Matoran, even save a city. Oh, 


we still needed training in our powers and we still had to master our masks. But being a hero? There was 
nothing left for us to learn there, we felt sure.” 

Vakama looked at Gali. She understood now that his eyes had seen a greater darkness than any 
Toa Nuva could comprehend. What happened on Metru Nui? she wondered. 

“We thought we knew it all. But we were wrong, Gali, so very wrong. Our true lessons were 
about to begin.” 
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Jaller paused from his labors for а moment and took а deep breath. He could not remember ever 
working harder than he had in the past few days. Ever since it had been announced that the Matoran were 
going to move from the island of Mata Nui to the island city of Metru Nui, villagers had been toiling day 
and night to build enough boats for the great journey. 

For Jaller and his friends, the nonstop work was welcome. Their home, Ta-Koro, had been 
destroyed in the battle to save the island from darkness, and they were living in other villages until the 
time came to leave Mata Nui forever. Talk around the fires at night was about Metru Nui, what wonders 
they might find there, and how soon they would be able to leave for this new and mysterious place. 

“We'll never get to Metru Nui if the great Jaller keeps taking rest breaks.” 

Jaller turned to see his friend Hahli smiling at him. The Ga-Matoran had recently been named the 
new Chronicler, and ever since she had been traveling from place to place gathering tales about Metru 
Nui. She hoped to be able to share the stories with the other Matoran during the long journey to come. 

“At least when I’m working, I’m working,” replied Jaller good-naturedly. “You can’t build a boat 
with a story, you know.” 

“Maybe not, but it sure makes the sailing go faster. lm heading to see Turaga Vakama. He’s about 
to continue his tale of Metru Nui to the Toa. | am supposed to record it for the Wall of History we will 
build on the new island. Come with me?” 

Jaller thought about it. He probably should keep working, but he was already far ahead of all the 
others. It wouldn’t do any harm to take a little time off. 

“Okay. Let’s go,” he said. 

The two of them set out for the Amaja Circle sandpit, the place where Turaga Vakama traditionally 
told his tales. After a short while, Jaller asked, “бо is it true?” 

“Is what true?” 

“All the stories | have been hearing. How the Turaga were once Toa on Metru Nui; how they 
searched for six missing Matoran, but learned that one of the Matoran planned to betray the city; and how 
they gathered six Great Disks and used them to defeat a menace called the Morbuzakh.” 

Hahli nodded. “Yes, it’s all true. Amazing, isn’t it? One moment, they were Matoran just like us, 
living and working in a great city. The next moment, they were Toa Metru with powers and Toa tools and 
everything!” 

Up ahead, they could see the seven Toa gathered around Turaga Vakama. The Turaga had already 
begun to speak. “It had been a difficult and dangerous mission, but we six Toa Metru had triumphed. Metru 
Nui had been saved from the Morbuzakh, and we were certain that we would be hailed as heroes. But we 
were about to face another test, one that would threaten to shatter our newfound unity.” 

The Turaga of Fire turned his gaze to the night sky, but all present knew that his eyes were truly 
viewing images from the past. “Toa would challenge Toa in the darkness below the city, in a struggle that 
still lives in my nightmares.” 


Vakama’s tale continues... 

The six Toa Metru walked through the streets of Ta-Metru, on their way to the Coliseum. For 
the first time since they had transformed from Matoran, they felt no need to travel by way of back alleys 
or to stay in the shadows. Even the presence of Vahki, Metru Nui’s order enforcement squads, did not 
worry them. After all, they had just defeated the Morbuzakh plant that menaced the city. They were 
heroes! 

Better still, they had found the legendary Great Disks, which had been hidden in separate parts of 
the city. They had no doubt that these artifacts would be enough to convince the city’s elder, Turaga 
Dume, and all the Matoran that here were new Toa capable of defeating any threat. 

“They will cheer-hail us in the Coliseum,” said Matau, Toa of Air, with a grin. “Po-Metru carvers 
will make statues of us. Perhaps they will even rename the districts for us! ‘Ma-Metru’ — | like the ring- 
sound of that!” 

The other Toa laughed. Matau was exaggerating, of course, but certainly Turaga Dume would 
honor them in some way. Matoran all over the city would demand it. 

“With the Morbuzakh gone, maybe we won’t have any dangers to face,” offered Whenua, Toa of 
Earth. “Except for the occasional Rahi beast on the loose, Metru Nui is usually pretty peaceful.” 

“Just rest on our reputations, huh, Whenua?” said Onewa, Toa of Stone. “Not me. Now that I’m 
a Toa Metru, I’m going to take advantage of it. The best tools, the best materials, mine for the asking - ГІІ 
build statues like you have never seen before!” 

“I will do many Toa-hero deeds,” said Matau. “That way there will always be tales to tell about 
me. What about you, Nokama?” 

“Well, Гт not sure,” replied the Toa of Water. “There are so many places to see and explore. 
What is it like under the sea? What lies beyond the sky? Where do all those strange creatures you see in 
the Onu-Metru Archives come from? Now | have the power to go wherever | please and learn those 
answers.” 

Nuju, Toa of Ice, shrugged. “І don’t feel any need to explore. | have more than enough to keep 
me busy in Ko-Metru. Now that | am a Toa, perhaps others will not be so quick to interrupt me when | 
am working.” 

Only Vakama, Toa of Fire, had yet to speak. Of all the Toa Metru, he was the least comfortable 
with his new powers and the responsibilities that came with them. Still, when duty demanded it, he had 
risen to the occasion and led the Toa to victory. Nokama noticed his silence and asked, “What about you, 
Vakama? Surely you have some dream you want to realize now that you are a Toa?” 

“Not really,” he answered. “І mean, | am glad we became Toa and were able to save the city. 
But... | would be just as happy to still be working at my forge in Ta-Metru. It was much simpler. | guess 
once a mask-maker, always a mask-maker.” 


Onewa chuckled. “The fire-spitter wants to go back to being а Matoran. | don’t think the 
transformation works in the opposite direction.” 

“Yes, we are stuck being Toa-heroes,” said Matau. “And so many worry-problems we have — how 
many bows to take? How many mask-sculptures in each metru? How big of a shelter-house for each of 
us?” 

“If you aren’t happy being a Toa, Vakama, maybe we should choose a new leader, said Onewa. “І 
am sure | could do the job.” 

“Or І!” said Matau. “Matau of Ma-Metru, leader of the Toa-heroes! Oh, | like that!” 

“| never said І didn’t want to be a Тоа,” Vakama said. “And І never said | wanted to be the leader. 
І did the job because | knew Ta-Metru better than any of you. If someone else wants to be leader, go 
ahead.” 

Nokama looked at Vakama. She could tell that he was hurt by the things Onewa and Matau were 
saying, but he wasn’t going to admit to it. As they walked, the other Toa Metru debated who was best 
qualified to lead the team. Onewa said it should be a creative thinker like him. Matau countered that a 
high-flyer was best qualified to plan strategy. Whenua said he would take the job if asked, then seemed 
disappointed when no one asked him. 

As for Nuju, the Toa of Ice summed up his feelings in a few words. “I don’t care who leads us, as 
long as he doesn’t expect me to follow.” 

Nokama was about to put all four of them in their place when she saw a Matoran approaching at 
a run. He was from Onu-Metru, and the anxious look on his face said there was serious trouble 
somewhere. 

Whenua stepped forward to greet him. The Matoran’s name was Nuparu, and he was not 
someone Whenua knew well. When other workers in the Archives were busy among the exhibits, Nuparu 
was off on his own tinkering. He was always trying to figure out how Gukko birds flew, how the great 
Muaka cat could stretch its neck to lunge at prey, and other questions that might seem trivial to others. 
Still, Nuparu leaving the Archives and hurrying into Ta-Metru was enough to catch the Toa of Earth’s 
attention. 

“Toa! The Archives are in danger!” the Matoran shouted. 

“It’s all right, Nuparu,” said Whenua. “The Morbuzakh has been defeated. Everyone is safe.” 

The Matoran shook his head frantically. “Мо, no, it’s not the Morbuzakh. It’s the sea! It’s going to 
flood the Archives and destroy all of the exhibits!” 

Whenua wasn’t sure how to react to the Matoran’s words. The Onu-Metru digging machines, and 
the workers who operated them, took special care to make sure the outer walls of the Archives were 
reinforced. The deeper they dug to create new sublevels, the greater the pressure from the liquid 
protodermis outside. But the sea had never posed a serious threat to the existence of the exhibits in all 
of Metru Nui’s recorded history. 

The Toa of Earth waved the other Toa Metru away. This was an Onu-Metru problem, and would 
be solved by the guardian of that district, he decided. “Now tell me what you saw,” he said to Nuparu. 

“| was down... um... below the sub-levels, and —” 

“Wait a moment, what were you doing so far down? You know how risky it is to go there!” As 
soon as he said it, Whenua regretted the sharpness of his tone. But it had not been so long ago that he 
had been down in that dark and fearsome section, and he had barely escaped intact. No Onu-Matoran, 
archivist or not, had any business wandering among “exhibits” deemed too dangerous for display. 

“Well, І... І... | heard there was a Rahkshi down there, a yellow one, and it had been defeated, 
and | wanted to... well...” 

“You were hoping to scavenge some parts for your latest invention,’ Whenua finished for him, 
frowning. “You know what would happen if the other archivists caught you doing that? Or worse, a Vahki?” 

“| know,” Nuparu said, looking down at his feet. “But | didn’t find anything anyway. Then | saw а 
hatch in the floor and | went down through it. There was a whole maze of tunnels there | never knew 


existed! So І used my lightstone to explore. | didn’t see very much, no exhibits or anything, but when І 
rounded a corner, | was suddenly walking in protodermis! The sea was leaking in!” 

Nuparu’s voice was loud enough that the other Toa Metru could not help but hear. Nokama, in 
particular, was intrigued by the mention of the sea. She drew closer as the Matoran continued to talk. 

“So at first | didn’t know what to think. | was going to turn back, but then | figured as long as | 
was down there, Га better find out how serious the situation was. | found one whole wall had a huge 
crack and the sea was pouring right through it!” 

“How bad?” 

“The crack is spreading. If it’s not repaired soon, the whole sea wall will breach,” said Nuparu. 
“The sublevels will flood, then the lower levels, and pretty soon the whole Archives will be washed away.” 

“But there is a repair crew headed down now, right?” 

Nuparu shook his head. “No one wants to go down there. They’ve all heard too many stories. 
That’s why, when І heard there was a new Toa of Earth, | came looking for you. Someone has to do 
something!” 

“Someone will,” replied Whenua. “Now tell me the story again. | want to hear every detail of 
what you saw, and where you saw it.” 


Nokama had rejoined the others by the time Whenua was finished talking with the Matoran. The Toa of 
Earth looked grim as he walked over to the group. 

“I һауе to go,” he said. “Someone will have to apologize to Turaga Dume for me, but this is ап 
emergency. ІІІ meet you all at the Coliseum later on.” 

“What could be more serious-matter than telling the world what we can do?” asked Matau. 

“Actually doing it,” Nokama answered. “But you don’t have to take on this task alone. | will come 
with you. The Archives are important to everyone in Metru Nui. | know anyone from Ga-Metru would 
do the same.” 

“ГІІ come too,” said Маката. “My flame power is weak after the struggle with the Morbuzakh, but 
maybe І can help somehow.” He turned to Onewa. “Сап you three explain to Turaga Dume why we 
cannot present ourselves to him just yet?” 

“Oh, sure,” Onewa snorted. “Тһе other three of us would be here, Turaga, but they’re out being 
heroes while we stand around.’ | say we all go, we all do the job, and then we all head to the Coliseum. 
What do you think? Matau? Nuju?” 

“The sooner we take care of all this, the sooner І can get back to Ko-Metru,” said Nuju. “І say we 
help Whenua.” 

“Hmmmmmm,” Matau said. “І was іп a hurry to tell the Matoran we аге Toa-heroes now. But І 
suppose repair-saving the Archives along with the whole city will be good for twice the celebration. On 
to Onu-Metru!” 

Their course of action agreed upon, the six changed direction and began journeying toward the 
metru of the archivists. Whenua led the way, still talking with Nuparu, while Nokama and Vakama brought 
up the rear. After a short while, the Toa of Water said, “You know, we cannot take a vote every time we 
have to decide something.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Just now. The protodermis could have risen another level in the time it took for each Toa to 
decide if he was coming along or not. We don’t have the luxury of debating every point. We need a 
leader.” 

“I'm sure you'll do a fine job,” he said. 

“No, that’s not what | —” Nokama began, but the Toa of Fire had already walked away. 


Whenua led the Тоа Metru to a desolate spot just inside the border of Onu-Metru. Most of the 
chutes and much of the aboveground structure of the Archives had been damaged by Morbuzakh vines, 
and Onu-Matoran were now hard at work doing repairs. All of them stopped their labors at the sight of 
the Toa and crowded around. 

Matau greeted them warmly and immediately launched into a tale of the Toa’s heroic deeds. The 
other Toa watched, amused, as he turned their clash with the Morbuzakh into an even greater adventure 
than it had been. 

“If he wasn’t a Toa, he could apply to be Chronicler,” Onewa said. “Is he ever quiet?” 

“Not that you would notice,” said Nokama. “Whenua, | don’t see an entrance to the Archives 
here. How will we get where we have to go?” 

“There’s no entrance you can see,” Whenua said. He walked down an alleyway and knelt beside 
an iron ring in the pavement. He grabbed the ring and, with a mighty heave, pulled open a trapdoor. Tiny 
winged Rahi and swarms of insects flew up, followed by a wave of damp, foul-smelling air. 

“Not very pleasant, | will agree, but it is a shortcut,” Whenua said with a shrug. “According to 
Nuparu, the damage is in the maintenance tunnels. The nickname for them is ‘Fikou web,’ after what the 
spiders leave down below, because the tunnels crisscross and twist around each other so.” 

“What if one of us gets lost?” asked Nokama. 

“Don’t,” replied Whenua. “Just... don’t. You wouldn't like it. The Matoran tell stories about repair 
crews that have been wandering down there since the early days of the Archives, unable to find their way 
out. They are supposed to have gone a little crazy. But, of course, those are just stories.” 

None of the Toa looked especially comforted by this. Matau had finally finished his tale and came 
over carrying six lightstones. “Just in case it is night-dark down there.” 

“Сап | come?” asked Nuparu. “І can lead you right to the leak.” 

“You’ve done enough already,” said Whenua. “І want you to go warn the archivists about this. 
Tell them we are going to do our best to fix the damage, but they should prepare to move exhibits out 
of the sub-basements in case they flood. Understand?” 

Nuparu nodded and ran off. He understood why Whenua did not want him to come along, but it 
still frustrated him. As he rushed to carry out the Toa’s instructions, he made a vow that someday he 
would invent something that would help Matoran better defend their homes from danger. 

Whenua turned back to his friends, saying, “Hopefully, this won’t take long. But be careful. There 
are always surprises in the Archives.” 

One by one, the Toa followed him down into the shaft. Only Matau seemed to hesitate, prompting 
Nokama to turn back and say, “What’s the matter?” 

“| do not like the below-ground,” answered the Toa of Air “І am a wind-flyer. Toa-hero adventures 
should only be on the surface, don’t you think?” 

“We can only hope,” said Nokama as she vanished into the darkness. 


The maintenance tunnels were to the underground what chutes were to the rest of Metru Nui: а quick 
means of transport from one end of the city to the other. Unlike chutes, which served everyone in Metru 
Nui, the tunnels were open only to those with authorization, normally Ta-Matoran and Onu-Matoran. 
Pipes big and small lined the walls of the tunnels, funneling liquid protodermis from place to place and 
molten protodermis to those locations that required extra heat. 

Ordinarily, Matoran traveled through these tunnels by cart. But Matoran carts were too small for 
Toa Metru. Whenua idly wondered if the Toa should see about getting vehicles made for them in the 
future. Might save a lot of walking, swinging, and climbing. 

The Toa of Earth felt uneasy. He knew the other Toa Metru were expecting him to take the lead 
on this mission, but his knowledge of the Fikou web was based largely on stories he had heard. He had 
never had cause to go much farther than the very outer edges of the tunnel network, and even that was 
with reluctance. 

He was still worrying over this when he felt a cold breeze rush past him. It had come from deep 
in the maze, which made no sense — there should have been no openings to the outside up ahead. The 
only hatchways led up to the Archives, and certainly no breeze could come from there. 

None of the other Toa seemed particularly disturbed by the strange wind or the drop in 
temperature. Whenua guessed they just didn’t grasp the strangeness of the situation. He suddenly felt as 
if he could not take another step forward. Something was waiting up ahead, something far worse than any 
crack in the seawall, and they were walking right into its jaws. He just knew it. 

His suspicions were confirmed a few moments later when a thick fog sprang from nowhere to 
engulf the Toa. Even their lightstones were of little use in penetrating the cloud. Whenua turned to find 
he could not make out any of his companions. 

“Маката? Nuju? Are you there?” he called out. 

“Yes. What is this?” Vakama replied. 

“| have never seen fog like this, not even іп Ga-Metru,” Nokama’s voice added. “It is unnatural.” 

Just how unnatural it was became painfully obvious. A sudden flash of light almost blinded the Toa. 
An instant later, an impact sent Whenua crashing into his friends. Barely clinging to consciousness, the 
Toa of Earth said, “What in the name of Mata Nui was that?” 

“A lightning bolt,” answered Onewa. “A lightning bolt in an enclosed tunnel underground. Is this 
normal in Onu-Metru, or are we just lucky?” 

As if the freak storm had heard him, a second bolt flew toward the Toa of Stone. Acting on reflex, 
Onewa dove to the side as the bolt struck the wall where he had been. 

“That was no accident,” said Nokama. “Perhaps it’s time we turned back and planned a strategy.” 

Nuju’s voice broke through the fog. “If we could see where we are going, | would agree. As it is, 
І don’t think we should turn our backs on an angry thundercloud.” 

“Quiet!” said Vakama. “Listen!” 

The Toa Metru went silent. Now the air was filled with an ominous buzzing sound, which drew 
closer and closer. Not being able to see what caused it made it all the more frightening. “All right, keep 
calm,” said Vakama. “Remember that we are Toa Metru, and we are together. As long as we stay united, 
we can overcome anything.” 

Privately, Vakama was not feeling quite so confident. He thought he recognized that sound. If he 
was right, it came from a breed of Ta-Metru winged insects, nicknamed “fireflyers.” Left alone, the small 
insects were relatively harmless. But when a swarm was angered, they would pursue an enemy halfway 
across the city. 

Behind him, Matau had finally had enough. Bad enough to be wandering underground without all 
this danger and confusion. He raised his aero slicers and summoned a wind to blow the fog away. Although 
the best his weakened powers could manage was a stiff breeze, it was still enough to get the job done. 

The fog dissipated, to reveal a sight out of every Matoran’s nightmare: two powerful, menacing 
creatures, reptilianlike heads darting back and forth, staffs held tightly in their claws. 


“Rahkshi!” shouted Whenua. 

One of the Rahkshi was gold in color and now it screeched at the Toa. This Rahkshi had the ability 
to manipulate the weather within a limited range. Its partner, bright orange in color, was surrounded by 
a swarm of fireflyers. Controlled by the Rahkshi, the insects were just waiting for the signal to charge. 

“What are they doing here?” asked Nokama. 

“A better question is, what are we doing here?” said Onewa. “It took three squads of Vahki 
Zadakh to stop one Rahkshi that appeared in Po-Metru, and even then all they could do was drive the 
thing away.” 

“Then we will have to do better,” said Nuju, blasting ice out of his crystal spikes. But his powers 
were not what they had been before the clash with the Morbuzakh, and the Rahkshi shrugged off the cold. 
The gold one hissed and unleashed a blizzard in the direction of the Toa. 

Battered by wind and ice, the heroes fell back. Only Vakama saw the advantage they had gained — 
the intense cold was felling the fireflyers one by one. Angered, the orange Rahkshi was now advancing on 
the gold one. 

Now the Toa were witness to a scene of complete chaos. The gold Rahkshi had summoned 
another storm and was hurling lightning bolt after lightning bolt at its insect-controlling cousin. What it 
did not realize was that a swarm of tiny devourers was pouring forth from every crack in the walls and 
floors. Devourers would consume any bit of inorganic protodermis they ran across. Rahkshi armor was 
definitely on their menu — and all of them were hungry. 

“This would be really entertaining if we didn’t have to get past them to go on,’ 
“Whenua, you’re the librarian, what do you know about these things?” 

The Toa of Earth had by now shaken off the lightning strike and regained his feet. “Rahkshi are 
very territorial and quick to anger. If we make a move toward them, they'll forget their own fight and turn 
on us again.” 

“But this isn’t about us, is it?” said Nokama. “They have claimed this portion of tunnel as their 
own and they are defending it.” 

“Then that is the answer,” said Nuju. “We make it not worth the effort to defend. Vakama, 
Whenua, | will need your help.” 

Nuju outlined his plan in as few words as possible. The Rahkshi’s clash was becoming even wilder, 
threatening to bring the tunnel down around them. When the Toa of Ice nodded his head, Vakama placed 
his palms on the floor and sent waves of scorching heat through the stone. Meanwhile, Nuju used the 
remains of his elemental power to create icicles on the roof of the tunnel. 

Just as the Rahkshi took notice of the heat underfoot, Whenua went to work with his earthshock 
drills. Driving them into the ground, he formed a crevasse that ran straight toward the Rahkshi. Both of 
the creatures had figured out the Toa were somehow responsible for the sudden change in conditions, 
and they were not happy about it. 

Nuju’s plan had worked halfway. The Rahkshi were definitely uncomfortable, but not rattled 
enough to flee from their chosen home. Vakama loaded a disk in his launcher and hurled it through the 
air at the gold Rahkshi. When it struck, the enlarging power invested in the disk caused the Rahkshi to 
shoot up rapidly, smashing its head into the ceiling and bringing icicles raining down. 

The insect-controlling Rahkshi did not react as Vakama hoped. Instead of fleeing into the darkness 
of the tunnels, it charged forward toward the Toa. Nokama and Vakama reacted as one, he launching fire 
and she water at the oncoming creature. But when their energy streams collided, the result was a wall of 
steam. By the time the cloud cleared away, the Rahkshi was nowhere to be seen. 

“Somehow | don’t think a steam bath frightened it away,” said Nuju. “It will be back.” 

“Mata Nui! Why don’t you watch what you’re doing?” Nokama snapped at the Toa of Fire. “І 
might have stopped it if you hadn’t gotten in the way.” 

“| got іп the way? That wasn’t how it looked from here.” 


, 


said Onewa. 
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Nokama was about to say something else when she changed her mind. Arguing wasn’t going to 
make anything better. “I’m sorry, Vakama. Neither of us was at fault. But this is exactly why І have been 
saying we need leadership. We cannot keep blundering through challenges without any strategy.” 

“Here’s a strategy,” said Onewa. “е 5 stop talking and start moving, before we get any more 
surprises.” 

The Toa Metru resumed their journey into the tunnels. None of them noticed another pair of 
eyes watching them, eyes far more observant than any Rahkshi’s could be. They noted the way each Toa 
moved and fought, filing the information away for later use. Then the owner of those eyes slipped away 
into the darkness without making a sound. 

The hunt had begun. 


The Тоа Metru did not encounter any more difficulties as they penetrated the outer edges of the 
maintenance tunnels. Now and then a small Rahi would skitter across their path, only to vanish down a 
hole or among the pipes. As they moved deeper into the maze, the air grew increasingly stale. Matau 
wondered aloud how Onu-Matoran could stand to work down here. 

“Practice,” said Whenua. “Most Onu-Matoran start out as miners, digging for lightstones. You get 
used to the dark pretty quickly. If you’re lucky, you get the opportunity to become an archivist, but even 
then you are indoors and underground much of the time. These tunnels might be a little extreme, but 
nothing an Onu-Matoran can’t handle.” 

Onewa looked around. “І don’t see any Matoran though.” 

“Well... see... some of the ones who have come down here in the past sort of... haven’t come 
back.” 

“You said that was a legend,” said Nokama. 

“Evidently, Onu-Matoran legend has a basis in fact,” muttered Nuju. 

“Anything else you forgot to tell us, Whenua?” asked Onewa. 

Whenua raised his lightstone to give the Toa Metru a good look at what lay ahead. “Just that.” 

The wide tunnel they were walking through came to an abrupt end at a stone wall a few paces 
away. Six narrow openings were visible іп the wall, barely more than slits іп the rock. “This is the start of 
the Fikou web,” said Whenua. “From here, it’s just narrow tunnels drilled into the rock, crisscrossing with 
each other, until we reach the main tunnel on the other side.” 

“Do we split up?” asked Vakama. 

Whenua nodded. “The major crack in the seawall is on the other side of the web, but there could 
be damage closer to us as well. Each of us should take a tunnel. We'll see each other as we go, I’m sure, 
and then we can all meet up on the other side. Hang on to your lightstones. If you lose them, you might 
become a permanent resident down here.” 

“That’s what І like about Onu-Matoran,” said Matau. “They are always so full of happy-cheer.” 


Nokama chose the left-most tunnel. The passage was so narrow that it would have been impossible for 
two Toa to walk abreast. For one used to the freedom of the protodermis canals and the open sea, this 
space was far too cramped to be comfortable. She could well believe Matoran could go mad from too 
much time down here. 

Not for the first time, she wondered if becoming a Toa Metru had been such a good thing. So far, 
she did not seem to get along very well with any of her comrades. They were certainly not the five she 
would have chosen as companions. Only Vakama had struck her as possessing real wisdom behind his shy 
front, and now she had fought with him, too. She knew he had it in him to be a leader. Why wouldn’t he 
recognize it? 


Nokama forced herself to get back to the job at hand. Using the lightstone, she examined every 
bit of the walls on either side, looking for cracks or leaks. One of these tunnels could flood in an instant, 
and while she could probably survive that, she wasn’t so sure about the other Toa Metru. She hoped they 
were being careful. 

The tunnel wound around and around like the body of a serpent. Smaller passages broke off to 
the left and right, usually dead-ending rapidly. Still, each of them had to be examined. She wondered how 
Whenua could even have considered doing this job on his own — it would have taken forever! 

After a while, Nokama started to grow bored. One tunnel looked just like the other, and none of 
them showed any signs of damage. She wondered if this might be just a wild Rahi chase. Some Matoran 
thought he saw something, panicked, and ran for the nearest Toa. Back when she was teaching in Ga- 
Metru, she made a point of telling her students to always make sure of their facts before they spread a 
tale. 

She rounded a corner, expecting to see the same dull stone walls she had seen a hundred times 
before. Instead, she froze at the sight of the orange Rahkshi standing in the middle of the corridor. Its 
armored head was open, but no sound came from the creature. 

Nokama readied her hydro blades. The Rahkshi simply stared at her. Neither seemed to want to 
make the first move. 

The Toa of Water considered her options. If she advanced, she would surely have to challenge 
the Rahkshi and might or might not win. If she retreated, the Rahkshi might see it as a sign of weakness 
and pursue. 

While Nokama was making up her mind, the Rahkshi raised its staff and pointed it at her. Aswarm 
of fireflyers appeared from the darkness and flew straight for her. Even as she braced for their stings, 
Nokama wondered why the Rahkshi looked so surprised at the display of its own power. The creature 
was actually backing away, as if afraid of what it had unleashed. 

Not that its sudden show of regret did anything to help the Toa of Water. The insects were 
already swarming around her, stinging and then flying away, only to return and sting again. Nokama’s 
armored body was enough to blunt most of their stings, but enough got through to drive her to the 
ground. As soon as she was subdued, the fireflyers left, their orders fulfilled. 

Only the Rahkshi remained, standing over the unconscious form of a Toa. 


In another tunnel, Vakama was wrestling with his thoughts. Despite some of the things she had said, he 
felt sure Nokama was truly his friend. She even seemed to think he should be the leader of the Toa Metru. 
True, he had done a decent job at that during the confrontation with the Morbuzakh, but he wasn’t at all 
sure he would want the role permanently. 

І might look like a Toa... even act like one sometimes... but at heart, І am still а mask-maker, he said 
to himself. His whole life had been spent working alone at his forge, crafting protodermis into Matoran 
masks and Masks of Power. It required patience, skill, and dedication, but it did not seem like the ideal job 
to prepare someone to lead Toa. 

This has all happened too fast, he thought. | went from being an average Matoran to suddenly having all 
these new powers and responsibilities. Others look at me differently, expect more from me. 

He paused to shine his lightstone on the wall. The rock was unmarred by any crack and looked 
like it had not changed in an eternity. So why did | have to change? he wondered. Am | still Vakama? Or am | 
only the Toa of Fire now? 

He walked on, lost in thought. His eyes inspected the tunnel as he traveled, but his mind was back 
in Ta-Metru. For a moment, he wondered if it would ever be possible to go back to being a Matoran. But 
no, the legends said nothing about such a thing. A Toa was a Toa until he fulfilled his destiny, and then... 
what? 

So caught up was he in his questions that at first he did not hear the footsteps ahead of him. When 
he finally did, he stopped... and so did they. When he resumed walking, the footsteps started again. 
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Vakama wanted to call out and see if it was another Тоа Metru, but then realized it might Бе а Rahkshi 
instead. No point in giving away his position if it wasn’t necessary. 

He moved forward cautiously. The Toa had been caught by surprise a few times too often since 
their transformation. He was determined that it would not happen again. 

Disk launcher primed and ready, Vakama took a deep breath and charged around the bend in the 
tunnel. Yes, there was a figure up ahead. Lean, powerful, carrying some kind of wickedly sharp tools, it 
moved silently through the shadows. Then it stepped out into the light to reveal — 

“Nokama?” Vakama looked at the Toa of Water, stunned. They had just parted a short time ago. 
Had her tunnel crisscrossed with his so quickly? “Have you spotted anything, or not?” 

The Toa of Water shook her head slowly. “Not.” 

Vakama moved closer to her, only to see Nokama step back. “What’s the matter? It’s just me. No 
reason for you to be afraid.” 

“Not afraid,” Nokama replied. “Have you spotted anything?” 

“Well, some little Rahi, some cart tracks, and a few Matoran names scrawled on the walls,” said 
Vakama. “Nothing | would worry about.” 

“Магогап,” Nokama repeated quietly, almost as if it were a curse. “Well, | would worry.” 

Vakama walked ир to Nokama. She looked troubled. “What is it? Did you -?” 

The Toa of Fire stopped in mid-sentence. He was having another one of his visions, sudden flashes 
of the future like the one that had warned him about the Morbuzakh. He saw Toa Onewa lying on the 
ground, unconscious, and standing over him was... Маката! 

A blast of water shattered the vision into a thousand pieces as the Toa of Fire went flying down 
the tunnel. He crashed hard into the stone wall and hit the floor. Before he could gather his wits and get 
up again, Nokama had him pinned with the force of her water bursts. Even as his body struggled to get 
free, his mind struggled with questions. Why was she doing this? How had her elemental energies been 
restored to full power? Was Nokama planning to betray the other Toa Metru, and if so, for what purpose? 

Vakama hoped to ask the Toa of Water these questions, if he was ever able to take another 
breath. But driven to the ground by the sheer, raw power of twin jets of water, it seemed more likely that 
he was about to become the first Toa to ever drown on dry land. 


The gold Rahkshi moved carefully down the tunnel. Every one of its senses was on the alert. There 
were still intruders in its territory, and that was very bad. Intruders made loud noises and tried to drive 
the Rahkshi away, unless the Rahkshi struck first. 

It could not hear the six from before, but it could smell them. They were no longer together and 
their scent carried traces of fear. That was pleasing to the Rahkshi. When the ones from up above carried 
fear into the tunnels, they were easier to find and easier to drive off. 

The Rahkshi tried hard to remember how it had come to live in this place. But it could not. It had 
a vague memory of once living someplace else, then a long journey to the land above. But there were too 
many others there who tried to capture it. The Rahkshi escaped and fled down, down into the cold, 
welcoming dark. 

The creature paused as it sensed another presence up ahead. Another Rahkshi, but not a threat. 
It stayed close to the wall as it moved forward until the other came into view. It was the orange Rahkshi 
from before, but now it was stretched out on the ground and not moving. 

The gold Rahkshi crept closer. Why was the other so still? Was it hurt? Had the cold sleep 
overtaken it? No, the wormlike kraata inside was only stunned. Still, it wondered what could strike down 
a Rahkshi like this. Not one of the little ones from above. Not one of the six. 

Wait! There was a scent in the air, strong and not unfamiliar to the Rahkshi. It had encountered 
a creature before with this scent, long ago when it first came to the tunnels. It sifted through dim memories 
trying to bring the image of the creature into focus. 

Then suddenly the Rahkshi remembered it all. And with the memory came something else, 
something none of its kind had ever felt before... 

Fear. 


Onewa pulled himself painfully up to his hands and knees. He wasn’t sure how long the world had been 
black, or exactly how he had wound up on the tunnel floor, unconscious. 

The sight of scorch marks on the stone wall started bringing it all back to him. He had been 
exploring the tunnel when someone came up behind him. It was Vakama. The Toa of Fire seemed 
distracted, but he agreed to help Onewa check out some of the side passages. The Toa of Stone went 
back to work and then... 

He did it! Onewa realized. | felt the heat, and then the next thing | knew stalactites were falling down 
all around me. 

The Toa of Stone glanced up, already knowing what he would see. The stalactites had not broken 
off naturally — well-placed fire bursts had melted them free from the ceiling. 

Onewa didn’t know why a fellow Toa Metru would try to harm him, and he didn’t really care. All 
that mattered was finding Vakama and showing him just what stone could do against fire. 


In another tunnel not far away, Nokama too was awakening. She still ached from the fireflyer stings, but 
it was nothing she couldn’t survive. No, she had something far more important to worry about. 

In her mind, she went over every detail of her encounter with the insect-controlling Rahkshi. She 
recalled its every movement, its reaction to her, even the way its armored head had opened to allow the 
kraata inside to screech. 

But it never made a sound, she realized. When the armored plates opened... there was no kraata inside! 

Nokama was no Rahkshi expert. She had seen them in stasis tubes in the Archives, like any other 
Matoran, and one of them had run amok once in Ga-Metru before the Vahki brought it down. But she 
knew enough to be certain that a Rahkshi without its kraata was just an empty, if still frightening, suit of 
armor. 

So that wasn’t a Rahkshi, she thought grimly. Not unless they grow them differently down here. I’d almost 
think | had imagined the whole thing, but the stings are real. It was something that looked like а Rahkshi, had the 
powers of one, and... 

Once, a long time before, Nokama and some of her friends had been playing near the canals on 
the border of Ga-Metru and Ko-Metru. Nokama had slipped and fallen in. The current had swept her into 
the other metru. The liquid protodermis had turned frigid when it traveled through Ko-Metru, and by the 
time she was rescued, she was half frozen. But that chill was nothing compared to what ran through her 
now. 

If it can look like a Rahkshi, what else can it look like? she asked herself, already breaking into a run. 
Or... who else? 


Vakama was furious. 
He had awakened to find Nokama gone. Apparently, the Toa of Water thought she had finished 
him off. He was on his way to prove her very wrong. 


Toa Nuju had been walking for a very long time. At least, it seemed that way. As much as he disliked 
agreeing with Matau on anything, he was no more comfortable underground than was the Toa of Air. He 
missed the spires of Ko-Metru, the clean, crisp air, and most of all, the sight of the stars streaking by 
overhead. He belonged atop a Knowledge Tower, keeping watch over his metru, not wandering around 
Onu-Metru maintenance tunnels looking for leaks. Really, was this work for a Toa Metru? 

Still, at least these narrow passages gave him an excuse to get away from the other Toa. If he had 
to listen to more arguing, or another one of Matau’s bad jokes, he was going to freeze the whole lot of 
them. Maybe after they presented themselves to Turaga Dume at the Coliseum, he could go his own way 
and simply be the Toa of Ko-Metru. 

His planning for the future was interrupted by a tremor that shook the entire tunnel network. 
This was followed by what sounded like a rock slide not far ahead. Images of the whole place coming 
down and trapping the six Toa Metru flashed through his mind. Nuju raced ahead, hoping he was wrong 
about what he had heard. 

It was almost worse than he had expected. A whole portion of one of the walls had collapsed, 
and the glow from the lightstone revealed Matau half buried in stone. Nuju tried to freeze the rocks, with 
the idea of shattering them once frozen, but his power was too weak. Instead, he had to remove them 
one by one as he dug out the Toa of Air. 

Matau revived just as Nuju finished. His eyes sparked to life and he hurled a mini-cyclone at Nuju. 
The Toa of Ice was blown back, but not hard enough to injure himself. “What was that for?” he demanded. 

“Nuju? Is that you?” asked Matau. 

“How many Toa of Ice do you think are walking around down here?” Nuju said, giving Matau a 
hand up. “What happened to you?” 

“Onewa,” said Matau. “He’s mad-crazy. | said hello and he brought the wall down on me.” 

“That doesn’t sound like him,” Nuju said, frowning. “You, maybe, but not him. Did you say anything 
to anger Onewa?” 


Matau shook his head. “Мо. He waved and slide-down came the rocks. And look at this!” 

The Toa of Air pointed to a spot high on the partially ruined wall. Nuju leaned in close and saw it 
was a burn mark. “He did that, too,” insisted Matau. “Whoosh, hot-flame.” 

“All right. We had better find him,” Nuju replied. “Before he finds someone else.” 


Nokama raced through the tunnels, fighting down her panic. А Rahkshi that wasn’t а Rahkshi... 
what if Nuparu had not been Nuparu? What if all of this was an elaborate trap for the Toa Metru? Bring 
them down into the dark, separate them, and then... 

Мо, she told herself. Get ahold of yourself. Of course, Nuparu was really who he seemed to be. The crisis 
down here is real, but so is the danger if | don’t find the other Toa Metru soon. 

Nokama’s wish was granted in the next moment, as a fireball whizzed past her. It was too far away 
to be meant as anything but a warning, but it still made her ready her hydro blades. Her eyes struggled to 
pierce the darkness to find the source of the flame. 

“This time you don’t catch me by surprise.” Vakama walked out of the shadows, disk launcher 
raised. “І don’t know why you chose to turn on us, Nokama, but you'll never win.” 

“Wait! You don’t understand!” Nokama shouted. 

“You should have made sure | was defeated, Nokama,” the Toa of Fire said as he launched a 
Kanoka disk at the Toa of Water. 

Nokama didn’t hesitate. She dove aside as the disk narrowly missed her. An instant later, it struck 
a stalagmite and shrunk it down to the size of a pebble. Nokama gasped. 

“Маката, don’t make me defend myself,” she cried. “Please listen to me!” 

“TIl be glad to, once | know you’re wrapped up tight,” the Тоа of Fire answered. He bent down 
and placed his palm on the stone floor. Nokama’s eyes widened as the rock began to glow red, the wave 
of heat heading right for her. 

“That... does... it!” Nokama said, launching herself into a flip. In midair, she hurled blasts of water 
at Vakama. Caught unaware, the Toa of Fire was swept off his feet and hit the ground hard. Nokama 
twisted her body and landed behind him. 

But Vakama was ready for her. Guessing correctly where she would land, he rolled and came up 
launching another disk. This one found its target and Nokama felt an awful weakness overtake her. She 
dropped to her knees, barely able to hold her tools aloft. 

The Toa of Fire got to his feet. “Stay down, Nokama. Please.” 

Nokama lifted her head and looked at Vakama. A horrible thought struck her: How could she 
know if this was really her friend? Maybe whatever impersonated the Rahkshi was after her again, this 
time in the form of someone she trusted. If that was the case, she couldn’t afford to lose this struggle. 
Who knew what this... whatever it was... might be planning for the other Toa Metru? 

Nokama struggled to draw on her elemental energies. If she could flood the tunnel, she could 
escape and warn the others. But she moved too slowly. Vakama had another disk ready, and was about 
to launch. 

A sudden tremor rocked the tunnel. Rock rained down on the Toa of Fire, knocking him to the 
ground. Nokama looked past him to see the source: Onewa, eyes gleaming, proto pitons driven into the 
ground. 


“Get away from her, Vakama,” he snarled. “Time to put out your fire.” 


Nuju and Matau felt the tremor and immediately quickened their pace. “Do you have a thought-plan on 
what we do if Onewa’s really turned bad?” 

“We stop him,” Nuju replied. 

“No wonder you were a quick-smart scholar,” Matau said, making no attempt to hide his sarcasm. 
“Then what? Give him to the Vahki? How will that make the rest of us Toa-heroes look?” 

Matau had a good point. Nuju hated it when that happened. He could just picture showing up at 
the Coliseum to meet Turaga Dume, five Toa Metru with one tied up for delivery to the order 
enforcement squads. What kind of confidence would that inspire in the Matoran of Metru Nui? They 
would be finished before they even got started. 

Another tremor shook the tunnels. “Let’s worry about that when we capture him,” said Nuju. “If 
we capture him.” 


Vakama was in the middle of a nightmare. 

On one side, Nokama had recovered from her bout of weakness and was sending spheres of 
water in his direction. On the other, Onewa, apparently infected with the same madness she was, was 
bringing down half the tunnel. All the while, the Toa of Stone was ranting some nonsense about Vakama 
ambushing him. 

Vakama still had no idea what was wrong with the two of them, but one thing was certain, he 
could not defeat two Toa Metru. It was all he could do to dodge Nokama’s powers while melting the 
stone Onewa rained down on him. He wondered where Nuju, Matau, and Whenua were, or whether 
they had already fallen to their traitorous “friends.” 

There was no way Vakama could keep dodging forever without making a mistake. Moving to avoid 
flying rock, he placed himself in the path of one of Nokama’s water bursts. The impact sent him to his 
knees. Onewa moved in for the capture. 

“Maybe Turaga Dume will know how со heal whatever’s wrong with you, fire-spitter,” said the 
Toa of Stone. “Now ГІІ take the disk launcher.” 

Onewa reached for Vakama’s Toa tool. But before he could grab it away, a sudden gust of wind 
lifted the Toa of Stone off his feet and hurled him down the tunnel. Vakama looked up to see Matau and 
Nuju standing nearby. 

“Surprise,” said the Toa of Air. “We followed your earth-shakers, Onewa, and got here everquick. 
Now why did you drop a wall on me?” 

So 1 was right, Vakama thought. Something is wrong with Onewa. Matau just proved it! 

Nokama rushed to help Onewa up and the two of them stood together. “You’re wrong, Matau. 
It’s Vakama that has turned bad, not Onewa. You have to help us stop him.” 

“No! Onewa has tricked you,” answered Matau. 

“Something is very wrong here,” Nuju said, just loud enough to catch everyone’s attention. 
“Маката took me by surprise, and Nokama says he did Onewa, too. But Matau says Onewa is the culprit... 
an Onewa who has the power of fire as well as stone.” 

“That’s crazy!” snapped Onewa. “І haven’t even seen Matau since we split ир!” 

“And Nokama challenged me,” said Vakama. “This place must be driving us all mad.” 

“| suggest we stop fighting until we figure out the truth,” said Nuju. 

Slowly, reluctantly, the other Toa Metru accepted the wisdom of his words. They lowered their 
Toa tools and eyed one another warily. Onewa and Nokama stood on one side, Nuju and Matau on the 
other, and Vakama in the middle. But the voice that finally broke the uncomfortable silence did not belong 
to any of the five of them. 

“About time,” said Whenua, walking down the tunnel. “І thought І was going to have to wade into 
the middle of all of you.” 


The other Toa Metru all began talking at once, either warning Whenua or trying to explain how 
the conflict started. It was impossible to make out anything in the chaos of voices. 

“Enough!” Whenua shouted. “You’re all wrong. All of you were ambushed by another Toa 
Metru... and none of you were.” 

“What are you talking about?” demanded Onewa. “І know what happened to me.” 

Only Nokama seemed to understand. “Of course... the Rahkshi | saw —” 

“Let me guess,” said Whenua. “It looked like a Rahkshi, but something was off.” 

“Yes! How did you know?” 

“It’s called a Krahka, and | encountered it, too,” the Toa of Earth explained. “A very dangerous 
Rahi. She defends herself by mimicking the appearance of an enemy, so well that she adapts their powers 
and abilities, too.” 

“That explains ‘Onewa’ using stone and fire powers at once. This Krahka must have adapted 
Vakama’s powers and then his,” said Nuju. 

“But why is she after us? What did we do?” asked Nokama. 

Whenua frowned. “This is her territory. Were intruders. Maybe she wants to drive us out.” 

“So what do we do? Run back up to Metru Nui because this thing wants us to?” said Onewa. 
“What about the Archives? What about the flooding?” 

Whenua didn’t have an answer for that. It was Vakama who finally said, “We stick together from 
now on. That way we can’t be taken by surprise.” 

“That’s quick-smart,” said Matau. “And maybe we should hunt-track this Krahka before we worry 
about the leak.” 

“No!” said Whenua. “І think we need to get out now. You don’t know what a Krahka is capable 
of.” 

The Toa Metru looked at one another. It was Whenua’s metru, and they had planned on letting 
him take the lead. But Toa running from anything, for any reason, felt wrong. Nuju put their feelings into 
words, saying, “Are we going to the Coliseum, then — or fleeing to it?” 

Nokama looked at Vakama, thinking, This is the time. Step up and be a leader. Make this decision. 

But Vakama didn’t speak. Instead, it was Onewa who said, “No mindless Rahi is going to make me 
run. | say we go on, capture this thing, and then do what we set out to do here. Who’s with me?” 

One by one, all of the Toa Metru stepped forward. Whenua was the last to join the group. “All 
right, if we are going to do this,” the Toa of Earth said, “then | better act as guide. | can take a guess where 
the Krahka might be hiding.” 

The six Toa Metru started walking through the tunnels, Whenua in the lead. Matau and Nuju 
trailed along behind, the Toa of Air looking puzzled. 

“Nuju?” 

“What?” 

“If this Krahka can seem-look like anything it’s seen... how will we know when we have found it?” 

It was a very good question. Nuju wished he had a very good answer. 
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They had not been traveling for very long before most of the Тоа Metru lost all track of where 
they were or how to get back. No one had thought to mark a trail as they proceeded through the tunnels. 
For his part, Whenua moved through the maze with complete confidence, never hesitating at any of the 
intersections. 

So far, the journey had been without incident. The few small Rahi they had encountered ran from 
them. At one point, Vakama thought he spotted the gold Rahkshi, but it disappeared into the shadows 
before he could get a good look. 

“Elementary translation,” Nokama said softly. 

Nuju turned to her. “What?” 

“Elementary translation. That’s what | would have been teaching today... if | had not become a 
Toa Metru.” 

“Do you regret the change?” asked the Toa of Ice. 

Nokama shrugged. “No. No, of course not. We are heroes, aren’t we? We can do things no one 
else can. But... when was the last time you saw a Toa playing a sport? Or jumping into chutes for the fun 
of it? Or doing any of the things Matoran do every day?” 

Silence was Nuju’s answer. His memory of Toa Lhikan was of a larger than life figure, defending 
the city against any threat and then returning, exhausted, to wait for the next call to action. He never 
seemed to have time for fun or friendship. 

“| am not complaining about all we have gained,” Nokama continued. “Just missing all we may have 
lost.” 

“Perhaps it is up to us to be a different kind of Toa Metru,” said Мии. “Апа to make sure that 
any Toa who follow us learn these lessons as well.” 


Whenua held up a hand. “Stop. Look ahead.” 

The floor of the tunnel before them had collapsed, evidently long ago. A flimsy bridge made from 
Le-Metru cable had been constructed over the chasm. It was the right width and strength for a party of 
Matoran crossing, but looked far too weak to support six Toa Metru. 

“Is there another way across?” asked Nokama. 

Whenua shook his head. 

“Then we go this way, earth-digger,” said Onewa. “One at a time.” 

The bridge consisted of a single cable, attached to two others higher up that served as handrails. 
Whenua stepped carefully onto the cable and began to quickly make his way across. When he was halfway 
across the span, the darkness below the bridge began to move. 

“Mata Nui protect us... what is that?” said Nokama. 

Nuju peered over the edge. “Stone rats. Thousands of them.” 


“Hundreds of thousands,” said Vakama. “Their warrens must have been disturbed when the tunnel 
collapsed.” 

“Dangerous?” asked Matau. 

“You wouldn’t want one for a pet,” Onewa replied. “Their teeth are made for eating through 
solid rock. Put an Ussal cart or a chute, or even a Knowledge Tower, between them and dinner and they'll 
eat that, too.” 

Whenua kept moving as if he hadn’t even noticed the creatures below. He reached the other side 
and beckoned the others to follow. Nokama took a step onto the bridge and paused, seeing the thousands 
of red eyes down below and hearing the chittering of hungry stone rats. 

“How come the Chronicles never talk about things like this?” she said. 

“Probably because the Chronicler ran away,” Onewa chuckled. “Only Toa are brave enough for 
this kind of work.” 

“Brave enough, or foolish enough?” 

“Brave, if we make it across,” the Toa of Stone answered. “Foolish, if we don’t.” 

Nokama closed her eyes and focused all her concentration within. Ga-Metru Matoran were 
trained in both mental and physical disciplines, for the two went hand in hand. She struggled to remember 
all that she had learned about maintaining perfect balance. When she finally felt ready, the Toa of Water 
opened her eyes and started across the bridge. 

As she walked, slowly and steadily, nothing existed for her except the cable beneath her feet. 
There were no rats below, no Toa behind, no sights or sounds that were not directly related to her task. 
She was not even aware that she had made it to the other side until Whenua grabbed her hand to steady 
her for the last few steps. 

“Well, if she can do it...” said Matau. Then he sprang into the air, flipped over, and grabbed both 
hand cables. As the other Toa watched in shock, he proceeded to cross the bridge by walking on his 
hands. “This is the way a Toa-hero does it!” 

“That’s the way an Ussal driver who’s gone round one chute too many does it,” muttered Onewa. 
“Маката, you’re next.” 

If the Toa of Fire was fearful, he didn’t show it. Disk launcher at the ready, he walked as swiftly as 
he could across the cable. He had almost reached the end when he heard Nokama shout his name. 

Vakama whirled to see a ghostly figure rising from out the sea of stone rats. At first its identity 
wasn’t clear. But as it passed through the bridge to hover in the air, he could see it was a Rahkshi with a 
black head and spine, and dark green claws and feet. Vakama launched a disk at the floating creature, only 
to see it pass right through the target. 

“Nothing to fear-worry about,” said Matau. “If you can’t touch it, then it can’t touch you, right?” 

The Rahkshi screeched in answer. Then before the Toa’s startled eyes, it went from ghostly to 
solid and plunged down. The creature struck the bridge, tearing one end loose. Vakama grabbed the cable 
and hung on as he slammed into the rock wall. 

Down below, the stone rats scrambled in anticipation of the Rahkshi falling toward them. At the 
last moment, the creature’s density changed once more and it floated upward again. Frustrated, a few of 
the stone rats turned to the end of the cable bridge now resting in their midst. Cautiously at first, they 
began to climb the cable. Seeing their success, more began to follow, crawling toward Vakama. 

The Toa of Fire climbed hand over hand toward the ledge. Nokama held out her hydro blade for 
him to grab on to. “Hurry! They’re coming!” 

Vakama looked down. The stone rats were now racing up the cable. In moments, they would be 
upon him and then up onto the ledge where Nokama, Matau, and Whenua stood. He could tell he would 
not make it all the way up in time. There was only one thing left to do. 

Grabbing a disk, Vakama slammed it into the cable. The weakness power in the Kanoka disk 
combined with the sharp edge of the disk itself to sever the line. Toa of Fire, bridge, and stone rats fell 
together toward the chasm far below. 

“Vakama!” Nokama screamed. 


Onewa and Nuju watched helplessly as their friend plummeted down. “Ice?” 

“| tried,” said Nuju. “My elemental powers are exhausted!” 

Matau pushed past Nokama. “Not losing a Toa-friend today!” Before she could stop him, he dove 
off the ledge. 

Vakama saw the Toa of Air plunging toward him. Matau was shouting, “Slow yourself! Flip over, 
Vakama!” 

The Toa of Fire had no idea what Matau was planning, but he wasn’t going to argue. Letting go of 
the cable, Vakama executed a series of midair flips to slow his fall. As he completed the third one, he felt 
Matau grab his wrists. 

“Now we go high-flying!” shouted Matau. 

A sudden gust of wind lifted both Toa toward the ceiling. Vakama glanced below to see the cable 
bridge disappearing beneath the swarm of stone rats. 

“Beats ground-walking now, doesn’t it?” laughed Matau. 

“Sure. Unless you fly right into a Rahkshi. Watch out!” 

Matau turned to see the Rahkshi hovering right in his path. Unable to shift the winds in time to 
change their course, he and Vakama plunged right through the misty substance of the creature. Then the 
Rahkshi suddenly solidified and grabbed on to Vakama’s leg. Toa Metru and Rahkshi dropped like a stone. 

“Мағаш! We need a stronger wind!” shouted Vakama. 

“Or one less wind-rider!” snapped Matau. 

The Toa of Fire tried to shake off the Rahkshi, but the creature wasn’t letting go. He mustered 
the strongest flame he could, but the Rahkshi simply turned insubstantial and let the fire go right through 
it before resuming its grip on Vakama. 

“It’s not letting go!” 

“Іс will, Toa-brother,” replied Matau. “І don’t think it will like where we’re going!” 

The Toa of Air summoned all his strength and channeled it into a powerful wind that flung the 
three of them оп а collision course with the rock wall. Vakama glanced up to see complete determination 
in Matau’s eyes. He never wavered as he steered them directly toward a final crash. 

Great, thought Vakama. Never thought my last moments would be spent with a deranged Toa who thinks 
he’s a Gukko bird. 

The Toa of Fire was tempted to close his eyes as the wall grew closer and closer. But he did not. 
Toa Lhikan would have met his end with eyes open and head held high, and Vakama would not shame that 
tradition by showing fear. 

An instant before a certain, shattering impact, Matau suddenly swerved upward, taking Vakama 
with him. The Rahkshi was whipped hard toward the wall and instinctively turned intangible to avoid the 
crash. Its hands slipped right through Vakama’s ankle and it sailed off, passing through the rock and 
disappearing into the wall. 

Matau winced at the sight. “Hope that Rahkshi doesn’t think to go solid while it’s in there.” 

Suddenly, the Toa dropped, rose, and then dropped again. “What’s going on?” asked Vakama. 

“My power is fading!” answered Matau. “The winds won’t close-listen anymore!” 

The Toa of Air fought to stay aloft. More than once, it looked as if they were going to become 
much better acquainted with the stone rats than either Toa wanted to. Finally, Matau managed to steer 
them above the ledge where Nokama and Whenua waited. That was when his power at last gave out 
completely, sending them both toward the stone floor. 

Nokama moved quickly to catch Vakama. But Matau fell hard right in front of Whenua, who did 
not act in time to prevent it. “Thanks for the quick-save,” the Toa of Air grumbled. “Next time, you can 
rescue the fire-spitter and | will stay safe on the ledge.” 

“What you did was very brave,” Nokama said to Matau. “But you shouldn’t have had to do it.” 
She turned to Vakama. “We could have handled the stone rats, if it came to that, Vakama. You didn’t have 
to sacrifice yourself.” 
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There was no anger іп her words, but they stung just the same. Worse, Vakama knew she was 
right. They were all Toa Metru now. By acting like he had to protect the others, he had only succeeded 
in placing his and Matau’s lives at risk. 

Will | ever be done learning how to be a Toa? he wondered. The lessons keep getting harder. Fail one 
and you may not get a chance to try another. 

“| wish | could say all is well, but we still have a problem,” said Nokama, gesturing across the 
chasm. “Make that three. Two Toa Metru on the other side, and no bridge. So... whose turn is it to come 
up with the great idea?” 

Watching from the other side, Onewa shook his head. “If we wait for that group to save us, we 
will end up Rahi bones here. What do you say we take a leap into the future, Nuju?” 

Before the Toa of Ice could respond, Onewa had grabbed him by the arm and jumped off the 
ledge. His powerful legs propelled them well out over the chasm, but nowhere near far enough to reach 
the other Toa. It looked as if the stone rats were about to receive two unexpected gifts. 

Onewa did not look at all worried. As the two Toa reached the apex of their leap, he used his 
Toa power on the ground far below. An instant later, a pillar of stone shot up midway across the span 
and directly in the path of the Toa of Stone. 

Casting one of his proto pitons ahead of him, Onewa caught the pillar with it and swung to relative 
safety, Nuju in tow. The Toa of Ice looked at him and said coldly, “Don’t... ever... do... that... again.” 

“Relax, scholar,” replied Onewa. “You'll get used to it.” 

With a yell, Onewa launched the two of them into the air again. The other Toa Metru scattered 
just in time as they landed on the ledge, Onewa tucking and rolling to minimize the impact and Nuju 
crashing hard into the rock. 

The Toa of Stone was the first to reach his feet, in time to see Nuju rise and charge toward him. 
Vakama moved quickly to keep the two apart. “If my powers were at their peak, hammer-swinger, no опе 
would be hearing from you until the thaw,” growled Nuju. 

“Big talk from a stargazer,” snapped Onewa. “Try doing real work sometime.” 

“Hold it!” said Vakama. “Both of you. We have done enough fighting among ourselves.” 

“This is no way for Toa Metru to behave,” said Nokama. “What would Turaga Dume say if he 
saw this?” 

“Turaga Dume will never get the chance to anger-speak or anything else to us if we don’t get 
moving,” said Matau. “Save the shout-loud for when we are out of this place.” 

“Yes, let us keep going. We are almost at the end,” said Whenua, frowning. Without waiting for 
an answer from his friends, he turned and started walking farther into the tunnels. 

Matau watched him go and shook his head. “If he gets any more dark and grim, | will call him Toa 
of Mud.” 

Nokama said nothing. But her eyes never left Whenua as the team resumed its journey. 


The Toa of Stone caught up со Whenua sometime later. “Апу plan for what we do when we find 
this thing?” 

“No,” Whenua answered. 

“Ever had to get a shape-shifter like this into the Archives before?” 

The Toa of Earth seemed to puzzle over that question for a long time, before he finally said, “How 
would we know if we had?” 


The path narrowed, and then widened again. Although their lightstones were still working well, the gloom 
seemed heavier here and the shadows harder to drive away. Eventually, despite the bright glow of the 
stones, the darkness became impossible to pierce and the Toa Metru were forced to halt. 

“This cannot be natural,” said Nokama quietly. “This blackness feels almost... alive.” 

“I think you are imagining things,” said Nuju. “Darkness is just the absence of light. It cannot be a 
living thing.” 

“Let’s keep going,” said Onewa. “Follow my voice, this way. No, wait, | think that’s the way we 
came. Maybe we had better go the other way. | —” 

The Toa of Stone’s voice cut off abruptly. Nokama called his name, but he did not answer. The 
other Toa Metru stood perfectly still, but could not hear their friend — or anything else — moving. 

Finally, Whenua said, “This way,” and the others moved toward the sound. They walked single 
file, the Toa of Earth in the lead, followed by Nokama, Nuju, Matau, and Vakama. If Onewa was trailing 
along behind, he gave no sign. Every now and then, one of the Toa would glance over their shoulder, but 
no one could see anything through the shadows. 

Vakama was troubled. Onewa might not be the easiest Toa to work with, but he was no coward. 
He wouldn’t have just run off and abandoned his friends. 

Something happened to him, and if we’re not careful, the same thing will happen to us, he said to himself. 

Even as the words raced through Vakama’s mind, something snaked through the darkness to wrap 
around his legs, arms, and mask. For a moment, he thought perhaps the Morbuzakh vines had returned, 
but this felt different. Then lack of air cut off his thoughts and he blacked out. The mysterious thing that 
had grabbed Vakama now dragged him away. 

“Vakama, perhaps your fire could brighten the way,” Nokama said. “Do you have enough power 
left to try?” 

But the Toa of Fire did not answer. Nokama stopped short, and Nuju walked into her. “Why are 
you stopping?” asked the Toa of Ice. 

“| think Vakama is gone, too!” she answered. “Something is in this darkness with us, Nuju. How 
do we fight what we can’t see?” 


She reached out to find Nuju. But her hand instead encountered what felt like an energy field. A 
tingle ran up her arm and she pulled back violently as her limb began to grow dead. “Nuju! | felt 
something!” 

When Nokama extended her arm a second time, the field was gone... and so was the Toa of Ice. 

“Whenua! Matau! Are you there?” 

“Ground-walking right behind you,” said Matau. “What’s happened to the others?” 

“They found side passages?” suggested Whenua. 

Nokama was surprised that the Toa of Earth did not sound more concerned. But then he knew 
better than any of them how easy it was to get lost down here. 

“| think we should link hands,” Nokama said. 

“Great idea!” Matau replied. “But maybe Whenua should scout ahead, and we two can stay hand- 
linked back here.” 

“Very funny, Matau.” 

Nokama took hold of Whenua’s hand. But when she reached for Matau’s, the Toa of Air was 
gone. It took every bit of her willpower not to panic. If the other Toa were in danger, only she and 
Whenua were left to save them. 

Now Whenua was tugging her forward so hard that she almost left her feet. The darkness was 
breaking up around her now and she could see flashes of stone walls. The next moment, the oppressive 
shadow was gone completely and Nokama blinked as she adjusted to the sudden light. 

She and Whenua were standing in a cavern, alone. There was no sign of the other Toa or what 
had taken them. The Toa of Earth looked around and said, “І warned them this would be dangerous. We 
should have turned back.” 

“It’s too late for that now,” snapped Nokama. “We have to find them. I’m not leaving these tunnels 
without the others.” 

“Well, that’s half right,” muttered Whenua. “Going back will just get us trapped. We should go 
forward. И they are lost... | doubt they will ever be found.” 

Nokama whirled to look at the Toa of Earth. Whenua had made those comments as if he were 
talking about a misplaced tool. “You’re right, Whenua. It is very dangerous down here, isn’t it? But the 
Toa of Earth volunteered to guide us through the tunnels of his metru. That way, we could avoid the most 
perilous spots — or could we?” 

She crossed her hydro blades in front of her and took a step back, now battle ready. “The six Toa 
Metru could triumph over any foe. But if one of us was not one of us, treachery would win the day. That 
is what you counted on, wasn’t it, Krahka?” 

Before Nokama’s eyes, “Whenua” morphed into the exact image of Vakama. “І wondered when 
you would figure it out, Toa. You would not leave my domain, even when one of your own suggested it... 
and now you will never leave.” 

“So some of what you said was the truth,” Nokama answered. “You can look like any one of us. 
And you were the Rahkshi | encountered, weren’t you?” 

Another shift and now Nokama was facing the orange Rahkshi. Then she turned back to Vakama. 
“Yes. No real Rahkshi would be fooled, but their senses are more acute than yours.” 

“Why go to all this trouble?” Nokama said, circling to get the best defensive position. “Why not 
just appear as Turaga Dume and order us out of the tunnels?” 

“| сап only take the form of those | have encountered,” said the Krahka, quickly shapeshifting from 
Vakama to Nuju to Onewa. “And it took me time to learn your language. When | first met Vakama, in 
your shape, | could only repeat back words he had said to me.” 

Now the Krahka cycled through all six Toa Metru, ending up as Whenua again. “Now | have 
learned. | have adapted. It is too late for all of you.” 

“Where’s the real Whenua? What have you done to him?” 


“Мо more than І did to the rest of the Toa,” the Krahka said іп Whenua’s booming voice. “These 
tunnels are a haven for Rahkshi. Rahkshi who can coil their elastic bodies around you... or teleport you 
away... or trap you ina stasis field... or simply cloak you in silence so no one can hear you scream.” 

Nokama kept moving, staying out of reach of the Krahka. She knew that the longer the Rahi talked, 
the more time her elemental powers would have to strengthen. “Why not just let us leave? We mean no 
harm to you.” 

For just a split second, the Krahka took on the hideous form of a half Rahkshi, half Toa. Then she 
changed to Matau. “Because you would not leave. Top-dwellers never do. But this is my place. Here you 
are the invaders. You are not welcome.” 

Nokama started to reply, then stopped short. The Krahka’s words could have just as easily been 
said by the Toa to the Morbuzakh plant when it threatened Metru Nui. Was this creature really doing 
nothing more than defending her home? Still, Nokama had to save her friends. If the Krahka was 
determined to get in the way, then a clash was inevitable. 

“You realize if we don’t return, more ‘top-dwellers’ will come down here,” said the Toa of Water. 
“They will search for us. Your home will be torn apart. Is that really what you want?” 

“If they search for you, they will find you,” said the Krahka, shifting to Vakama’s form. Then in the 
voice of the Toa of Fire, she said, “The Toa Metru have discovered a danger to the city lurking far 
underground. We are going to stay here until the danger is ended.” 

Nokama’s mind reeled. She had never even considered... but it made sense. The Krahka could 
fool everyone into thinking the Toa safe and on a mission. For that matter, other than Nuparu, who even 
knew they were down here? Who would go looking for them? 

Three shapes emerged from the tunnels and into the cave. They were Rahkshi, one silver, one 
black-white, one tan-blue. “І sensed great power in you, Nokama, more than you realize,” said the Krahka. 
“It is a shame you will never live up to your potential.” 

Vakama/Krahka slipped away as the three Rahkshi moved in. They seemed to shy away from the 
Krahka, perhaps disturbed by the conflict between what they scented and what they saw. But they had no 
such reluctance about pursuing Nokama. 

The three spread out, surrounding Nokama. She feinted right and then dove for the legs of the 
tan-blue Rahkshi. But when she reached the spot, the creature faded away as if it had never been there. 
Then it reappeared a short distance away. 

Teleportation? Nokama wondered as she scrambled to her feet. No... illusion. | see it where it’s not. 

She did not have much time to think about that. The silver Rahkshi hurled a lightning bolt in her 
direction. She managed to dodge the full impact, but enough of the energy brushed her that she was 
thrown across the room. Nokama never struck the ground, though. Instead, she found herself whirled 
about in a cyclone created by the black-white Rahkshi. 

When the winds abruptly died down, Nokama landed hard on the cavern floor. Staggering, she 
had to make а real effort to draw herself up to her hands and knees. The three Rahkshi stood their ground, 
not coming close enough for her to grab. She tried to stand up, but a jagged bolt of lightning just above 
her head killed that idea. 

Strangely enough, the Rahkshi’s actions made her feel less fearful. If they had been convinced they 
could defeat her, they would have closed in already. Instead, they maintained their distance and tried to 
keep her off balance. 

They don’t know what to make of me, she realized. Maybe they have never seen a Toa before. That 
means they have no idea how powerful І might be. 

“| appreciate the rest. All that walking was tiring,” she said, trying to sound confident. “You do 
not believe a mere three of you can stop a Toa, though, do you?” 

The Rahkshi stirred. They didn’t understand the words, but they sensed that the tone was not 
that of a defeated foe. Nokama was trying to decide what to do next when she heard a welcome sound — 
the dripping of liquid protodermis through a minute crack in the wall. The leak was only a short distance 
away, to her left, but the black-white Rahkshi was between her and the slowly forming puddle. 


Just where І want him, she thought. 

“Compared to what | just faced up above, you three aren’t even worth wasting my Toa power 
on. Oh, maybe you scare all the little Rahi that skitter around down here, but up above we laugh at things 
like you,” she continued. 

Nokama kept talking to distract the Rahkshi from what she was really doing — extending her 
power to draw a stream of liquid protodermis from the site of the leak right to her. Conveniently, the 
stream passed right beneath the feet of the black-white Rahkshi. 

“Actually, you are fortunate to have run into me,” she said, mockingly. “Yakama or Nuju, they 
might really hurt you.” 

The thin line of liquid had almost reached her. The black-white Rahkshi’s attention was focused 
on her. It had never noticed what she had done. Now it was time to see if her plan was going to work. 

She locked her gaze оп the silver Rahkshi and snarled, “І have had enough of this. Get out of my 
way.” Then she lunged forward as if about to spring. 

The Rahkshi reacted with a bolt of chain lightning, but Nokama wasn’t sitting and waiting for it. 
Instead of springing, she rolled to her left. The bolt struck where she had been, hitting the stream of 
protodermis and traveling along it right back to the black-white Rahkshi. The current slammed into the 
creature and sent him flying. 

Nokama swung her hydro blades hard and cleaved open the wall at the site of the leak. Liquid 
protodermis gushed through the gap, rapidly filling the cave. Both Rahkshi’s faceplates opened to reveal 
very disturbed kraata, screeching their rage. 

Then she noticed an unexpected benefit of the flood. The liquid was disturbed a few feet to the 
right of the tan-blue Rahkshi. That was where the true creature stood, well away from the illusion. She 
mustered her energy and sent a mini-tidal wave toward the spot. When it struck, the illusion vanished and 
the real Rahkshi appeared, knocked off its feet. 

One out of the fight, one stunned, she said to herself. And one to go. 

She had half hoped the silver Rahkshi would back off. But if anything, all she had succeeded in 
doing was making it angry. Wary, too — having seen what happened to its brother, it wasn’t going to be 
hurling any more lightning bolts around. Still, it advanced toward Nokama through the waist-deep liquid, 
claws outstretched. 

The Toa of Water nodded. She knew the best she could hope for was to slow down these 
creatures and buy time for escape. So far, she had been lucky. But now the silver Rahkshi had taken her 
measure and was prepared for her moves. All but one, she reminded herself. 

Without warning, she dove beneath the surface of the protodermis and rocketed toward the 
Rahkshi. At the last moment, she veered off and began circling it at enormous speed. By the time the 
creature grasped what was happening, it was too late. The Rahkshi was caught inside a powerful 
waterspout, heading for the ceiling. 

Nokama kept swimming, faster and faster, until she heard the sharp crack of Rahkshi armor 
striking stone high above. Then she abruptly stopped and let the spout dissipate. The Rahkshi crashed into 
the liquid and then floated to the surface, lying on its back. Its faceplate was open and the leechlike kraata 
inside was trying to squirm out. 

Nokama decided there would never be a better time to leave. 


She found Vakama, Matau, and Onewa fairly easily. All three were unconscious but unharmed, 
tucked away in alcoves until the Rahkshi decided just what to do with them. Nuju was more of a problem. 
The Toa of Ice was surrounded by some kind of energy field that could not be pierced. His heartlight 
flashed and his eyes were open, but he seemed unaware of what was going on. 

“You know, | think | like him better this way,” Onewa commented. 

“Yes, but do you want to lift-carry him everywhere?” asked Matau. “I don’t.” 

Vakama tried again to reach inside the field. This time, the resulting jolt was so violent he dropped 
his disk launcher. Onewa bent to pick it up. 

“Here, fire-spitter. | know you would be lost without it,” the Toa of Stone said. 

Matau smiled, but the expression quickly faded, replaced by a look of excitement. He rushed to 
where the other two Тоа Metru were standing. “The launcher! That is the puzzle-answer!” 

Onewa looked at Matau as if the Toa of Air had lost his mind, especially when he started sifting 
through Vakama’s disks searching for just the right one. Suddenly, he held one high and said, “Aha! Found 
it!” 

Matau had grabbed a teleportation disk. The Toa of Fire was beginning to get an idea of what his 
friend had in mind, and decided Onewa was probably right: he was crazy. 

“See? Nuju is inside the field, but not part of it. So if you quick-launch a teleportation disk at the 
field...” 

“And if you’re wrong, we send Nuju to Mata Nui only knows where,” Onewa said. “It’s too 
dangerous.” 

Vakama took the disk from Matau. “But we’re going to do it,” he said, loading it into the launcher 
“We have no choice. The only alternatives are leave him here, or hope to track down whatever did this 
to him and get them to undo it.” 

“Easy for you to say, mask-maker,” grumbled Onewa. “You’re not the one stuck inside that thing.” 

“If Matau’s plan fails, Nuju is no worse off than he is now,” Nokama interjected. “He is just no 
worse off someplace else.” 

Vakama raised the launcher. “Stand aside, Onewa.” 

“Listen, you can’t tell me -” 

Nokama laid a hand on Onewa’s arm and gently guided him off to the side. “Please. Every moment 
we delay here could mean greater danger for Whenua.” 

Vakama took a deep breath. Hitting the target would be easy, but there was no telling what effect 
the disk would have. If Nuju vanished along with the field, they might never see him again. But he always 
says we don’t worry enough about consequences anyway. Now we will see if he’s right, Vakama said to himself. 

The disk flew from the launcher and struck the energy field. There was a bright flash, blinding for 
the Toa who had spent so much time in near darkness. Then Matau hurried forward to catch a collapsing 
Nuju. 
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“It worked!” the Toa of Air shouted. “Meet the wisest of all Toa-heroes!” 

“Is Nuju all right?” asked Nokama. “Is he hurt?” 

The Toa of Ice looked around at the other Toa Metru. Then he said, “Why are we standing around 
here? We need to find the Krahka so we can get out of this foul pit. Why any Matoran would want to 
spend time underground is beyond me.” 

“He’s healthy-fine!” announced Matau. 


Nokama led the way deeper into the tunnels. She was operating purely on instinct. There was no logical 
reason to believe Whenua was not somewhere back in the tunnel maze, unconscious or worse. But 
something told her the Krahka would not have left him there for the Toa to find. 

If m right, by the time the Krahka encountered Whenua, she knew the true power of the Toa, Nokama 
told herself. And she knew the Rahkshi might not be able to defeat us. | think Whenua is her protection against 
us. 

None of which made it any easier to guess which path the Krahka took. Faced with multiple 
choices, Nokama went with whichever tunnel was the narrowest and most treacherous. Іс only made 
sense, given that nothing else on this journey had been easy. 

Eventually, one of the Toa had to ask the question. It was Onewa who finally spoke up. “МоКата, 
do you have any idea where we’re going?” 

“No. | don’t know these tunnels, so | am guessing. I’m not Whenua.” 

“That’s all right,” Matau said. “After all, it turned out Whenua wasn’t Whenua either.” 

“Does anyone else feel warm?” Nuju asked. 

Vakama reached up and touched one of the pipes that ran overhead. Іс was boiling hot. “We may 
be under Ta-Metru. That is molten protodermis in those pipes. So be careful — not even our Toa armor 
would protect us from the heat.” 

“Is there anything else we need to worry about?” asked Onewa. 

Vakama gestured at a half dozen long, black shapes uncoiling from the pipes. “Oh, just those.” 

Nokama jumped back so fast she slammed into Matau behind her. “What... are those?” 

One of the serpentlike creatures hit the ground. The stone sizzled and steamed underneath it. 
“We call them lava eels,” said Vakama. “Sometimes Matoran find small ones near the forges and bring 
them home. Then they get too big and destructive, so they get abandoned. Some lurk around the furnaces, 
some hide in the reclamation yards... and some wind up here.” 

“How destructive is destructive?” asked Nuju. 

Vakama bent down and tossed a handful of pebbles at one of the eels. No sooner had the small 
stones struck than they were reduced to ash. 

“| would guess their owners don’t pet them very much,” said the Toa of Ice. 

The lava eels drew closer and began to spread out. They left scorch marks everywhere they 
slithered. More eels appeared behind the Toa, apparently just as curious about their visitors. In a matter 
of moments, the heroes were surrounded. 

“Is this bad?” asked Nokama. “If so, how bad?” 

Vakama shook his head. “We are fine as long as we move slowly. Lava eels are not by nature 
hostile creatures. As long as nothing agitates them, we'll be able to —” 

The rest of the Toa of Fire’s sentence was cut off by a roar that shook the tunnel. It was impossible 
to tell just where it came from, but its effects were obvious. The eels began to hiss and squirm, their 
bodies heating up rapidly. Almost too late, Onewa saw what was about to happen. 

“Jump!” 

All five Toa Metru leaped and grabbed on to the pipes as the tunnel floor dropped away beneath 
them. Some weren’t so sure they had gained anything with the move, since the searing heat of the pipes 
made it nearly impossible to hang on. 

“They melted right through the stone!” Onewa said, looking down into the dark pit that yawned 
below his feet. “Whatever made that roar scared them.” 
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The roar came again, so loud it rattled the pipes and sent the eels slithering for cover. Now the 
Toa could see it came from a huge, dark shape that was pacing at the bottom of the pit. “І think we just 
seek-found ‘whatever’ — any idea what that is?” asked Matau. 

“| didn’t think anything lived beneath the maintenance tunnels,” Nokama said. 

The shadowy beast gave out another roar. “Maybe we just found the reason why that’s so,” 
Onewa replied. “Unless we want to get a closer look at our friend, we better move.” 

One by one, the Toa began to swing back and forth on the pipes. Every move was agonizing as 
they clung to the boiling pipes. When they had built up enough momentum in their swings, they let go and 
sailed over the pit and onto the stone floor beyond. Their landings were neither soft nor gentle, but what 
mattered was being far from protodermis pipes and massive, angry Rahi. 

“Is everyone all right?” asked Vakama. 

“Battered. Burned. Bruised,” reported Matau, smiling. “So what’s our next Toa-hero deed?” 

“Sometimes | think you like this job a little too much,” grumbled Onewa. 

Matau laughed. “We quick-save Matoran. We defeat evil. We get to explore ever-strange places 
like this. A little discomfort is not so very bad compared to that.” 

Nokama smiled and shook her head. There were times it seemed that Matau might not be the 
brightest lightstone in the tunnel, and then he would come out and say just the right thing. He was correct, 
of course. For all the trouble and the danger, they were all having adventures they would never forget. 

Someday, we will look back on these times with wonder, she thought. We will share our tales, and all of 
Metru Nui will be amazed at what once went on here. І wonder how they will look at us? Will they even remember 
the Toa Metru? 

Vakama’s voice interrupted her thoughts. “МоКата, we have to keep moving. Whenua is 
depending on us.” 

Yes, thought Nokama as she rose. Time to write another tale of the Toa. 


Nuju volunteered to scout ahead. Nokama and Matau felt it better if all the Toa Metru stayed together, 
but he needed time to himself. There had been few spare moments to contemplate all the recent changes. 
The realization that he would no longer be a Ko-Metru seer, but instead the guardian of the entire metru, 
was... disturbing. Somehow, he had thought that once the Morbuzakh was defeated, he and the others 
would become Matoran again. 

Now, of course, he could see that was not so. Toa were Тоа as long as they needed to be to fulfill 
their destiny. He wondered if he would ever get the chance for quiet study again, or if his life would now 
be nothing but twisted plants, giant Rahi, and rescuing Whenua. 

He slowed his pace as he neared a bend in the tunnel. Light was spilling out from somewhere up 
ahead, in a place where no light should be. He edged closer to the corner and stole a look ahead. 

The chamber beyond was large and dominated by a huge pit in the center filled with bubbling, 
molten protodermis. No one seemed to be in the cave, other than the occasional Rahkshi that would 
wander through and then leave in a hurry. Nuju guessed there must be a rear exit, probably another 
tunnel. 

He waited until the cave was completely empty before sneaking closer. From the cave mouth, it 
did not look any different. Lightstones were mounted around the chamber, but there did not seem to be 
any other signs of habitation. Maybe something lived here, and left, he thought. 

“Nuju! Up here!” 

Startled, the Toa of Ice looked up. There was Whenua, pasted to the ceiling above the pit by some 
sort of webbing. He was bound so tightly that only his head could move. “Is it really уои?” he asked. 

“Of course it’s -” Nuju began sharply. Then he remembered what it was the Toa Metru were 
challenging. When he spoke again, his tone was more gentle. “Yes, Whenua, it’s really me. The others are 
not far behind. Are you all right?” 


“| have been hanging here trying to remember if a Toa ever met his end by being baked while 
stuck to a ceiling,” Whenua replied. “І can’t think of one. Аз an archivist, | am excited about discovering a 
first. As a Toa Metru, | am not looking forward to being remembered in the Chronicles for this.” 

“You won't be. We'll find some way to get you down from there. But what happened to you?” 

“The Krahka, posing as Onewa, took me by surprise,” said Whenua. “When І woke up, she had 
turned into something else — something awful — and | was bound like this. Where did you say the others 
were?” 

“We are here,” Nokama said, surveying the scene from the cave mouth. “We have little time. 
Nuju, guard the other exit.” 

The Toa of Ice turned to do as Nokama had asked. Too late, Whenua shouted a warning. Too 
late, Nuju turned to see that “Nokama” was now “Onewa” and stone was erupting from the cave floor 
to envelop him. In an instant Nuju was trapped in a cocoon of rock. 

“You Toa are so trusting,” the Krahka hissed. “One day, it will be the death of you.” 


Nokama was growing concerned. Nuju had been gone for a long time, without so much as a word 
back to the others about what he had found. With the number of unexpected dangers down here, the 
Toa of Ice might be in just as much trouble as Whenua. 

Then again, he may simply be happier on his own, she reminded herself. Ko-Matoran have never liked 
crowds. 

Vakama saw Nokama’s demeanor and guessed what was bothering her. It was disturbing him, as 
well, but for different reasons. “Nuju?” he asked. 

“Yes. We should never have let him go off alone. We should have insisted all of us stay together.” 

“Do you think he would have listened if we had?” said Vakama. “Besides, he will be back. | know 
he will. And we have to be prepared.” 

“What are you talking about?” asked Nokama. 

“Get Onewa and Matau. We have a great deal to discuss, and not much time.” 


As Vakama predicted, it did not take long for Nuju to reappear. “І thought you would have made more 
progress by now,” he said. 

“We were waiting to hear from you,” Vakama replied. “What did you find?” 

“Nothing but more and more tunnels. | thought | saw light at one point down a side branch, but 
then it disappeared. Probably just some glowing Rahi.” 

“Probably. Well, we have decided to stop here for a while until help arrives.” 

“Help?” asked Nuju. “What help? And where is Matau?” 

Nokama shook her head. “We realized while you were gone that this place is simply too big for 
us to search. We will never find Whenua this way. So Matau volunteered to go back to the surface and 
bring back six squads of Vahki. They will take the tunnels apart, stone by stone. You know nothing can 
hide from them.” 

“No, of course not,” Nuju said softly. “How long ago did he leave?” 

“Not long,” said Onewa. “But he travels fast.” 

Nuju turned and started to walk away. Vakama put a hand on his shoulder. “Where are you 
going?” 

“Matau does not inspire a great deal of confidence,” the Toa of Ice replied. “The Vahki may not 
listen to him. | am going to join him, and together we will —” 

“Гт not surprised,” said Nokama. “You are the one who is always talking about the virtues of 
teamwork, after all. How Toa Metru should always stay together and what folly it is for one to go off 
alone.” 

“Exactly,” Nuju nodded. “І will be back once | have found Matau and we have completed our 
mission.” 
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This time, Vakama let Nuju go a few steps. Then Matau suddenly dropped from the ceiling, landing 
right on top of the stunned Toa of Ice. “No need to quick-hurry! | ат here. And so аге you, Krahka.” 

Matau pinned the Krahka to the floor. She snarled and squirmed, but the Toa of Air’s grip would 
not be broken. Finally, the creature gave up the struggle and simply stared at her captors, with a mix of 
anger and respect in her eyes. 

“Very clever,” the Krahka said. “Here | just finished telling someone you were too trusting.” 

“There’s a difference between trusting and stupid,” replied Vakama. “We suspected you might try 
to deceive us again, so we set a trap of our own. And for your information, Nuju would rather shovel out 
Ussal crab stalls than take a long journey with Matau.” 

The Toa of Air hauled the Krahka to her feet, saying, “That’s right. You underestimated how much 
Nuju cannot stand to be around...” His voice trailed off as he realized what he was saying. 

“Now you are going to take us to Whenua and Nuju,” Onewa said to their captive. “No tricks. 
No transformations.” 

The Krahka said nothing in response, but the mask she wore smiled. Then her entire body began 
to shimmer and fade, as the Toa for the first time watched her change forms. Іп an instant, “Nuju” was 
gone, replaced by a monstrous lava eel. Matau jumped back with a cry as the skin of the creature turned 
blazing hot. 

Free now, the Krahka slithered rapidly into a tunnel, leaving behind a scorched and smoking trail. 

“Mata Nui,” whispered Nokama. “How... how do we stop something that can do that?” 

“| don’t know,” said Vakama. “But for the sake of Whenua and Nuju, we had better find а way.” 


The four Toa Metru followed the trail of the Krahka/lava eel for a long distance, before it suddenly 
vanished. Evidently tired of that form, the Krahka had switched to another that left no trace. 

“Now how do we find her?” asked Vakama, frustrated. 

“Maybe by not seek-finding her,” said Matau. “Make sense?” 

Onewa smiled. “Yes. It does. If we were to find an exit to the Archives —” 

“She would have to do something to stop us,” Nokama concluded. “You saw how she reacted to 
the thought of Vahki down here. She can’t afford to let us escape. But how do we find a hatch in this 
тате?” 

“We don’t,” said Onewa. “We make one. And we make lots of noise doing it.” 

Finding a spot with a relatively low ceiling, the Toa set to work. Vakama used some of his fading 
power to soften the stone, and then the other three went to work with their tools. It was slow going and 
there was no way to know how many feet of rock they would have to go through to reach the Archives. 
But none of them expected they would be allowed to complete the job anyway. 

Vakama was the first to notice something unusual. Out of the corner of his eye, he thought he 
saw a shadow move. He turned to get a better look. It wasn’t a shadow, but a long tendril of black smoke 
snaking into the tunnel. It was followed by another and another, until it looked like some dark, tentacled 
beast floating in the air. 

“She’s here,” he said very quietly to the others. All of them kept working as if they had not noticed 
anything. It was a risky strategy. If the Krahka had come to defeat them once and for all, allowing her to 
strike first would be a colossal mistake. But if there was a possibility she would take them back to her lair, 
where Nuju and Whenua would be waiting, then it was a risk they had to take. 

Moving with the speed of an angry swarm of Nui-Rama insects, the tendrils wrapped themselves 
around the Toa. Each was enveloped in black smoke, able to breathe but not to see, hear, or move Then 
came a sensation of weightlessness, as the Krahka lifted the Toa into the air and sent them floating through 
the tunnels. 

If she could have, the Krahka would have smiled over the ease of her victory. But monsters made 
of smoke don’t have mouths to smile with, so her celebration would have to wait until she had changed 
forms once more. This thought did not bother her. After all, with the Toa Metru her helpless prisoners, 
she had all the time in the world. 


Too bad the Тоа cannot say Ше same, she said to herself. 


The Тоа Metru found themselves dumped оп а cold stone floor like so many broken masks. They 
looked around to see they were in the same chamber where Whenua and now Nuju were held. The 
creature of smoke had disappeared, to be replaced by the form of Nokama. 

“I do not like these bodies,” the Krahka said. “But Rahkshi do not have the ability to speak your 
language. And | think it only right that you should know your fate.” 

“Why must we be enemies?” asked Vakama. “We came down here only to —” 

“You came down to invade my home!” snapped the Krahka. “Just like all the other top-dwellers, 
with your drills, and your scraping tools, and your fires. Now | know that as long as there are dwellers up 
above, there will be no peace here.” 

The Nokama/Krahka’s right arm suddenly shifted into a long, leather-scaled limb with nasty claws. 
“Have you ever seen the creature this belongs to? No, of course not. This Rahi produces a living crystal 
to weave its nest, a crystal that regenerates when damaged. In a few moments, | will use that crystal to 
seal off the exits to this chamber.” 

Then, still in Nokama’s gentle voice, the Krahka added, “You six will remain here forever.” 

“There’s an entire city up there,” said Onewa. “Thousands of Matoran. Six Тоа more or less won’t 
stop them from coming down to these tunnels.” 

“But | want them to come,” the Krahka hissed. “І want them all to come. Oh, at first | thought | 
could use your forms to keep them away, but now І realize that’s a foolish idea. Better to lure them all 
down below the surface... and imprison them here... then make the land above my new home.” 

The Krahka’s body began to shift into the form of a massive, hideous Rahi. As her head changed 
from Nokama’s to the creature’s, she said, “You cannot stop me. | have all your powers, all your skills. 
Accept your defeat, Toa Metru.” 

Fully transformed, the Krahka slithered away to begin sealing the first exit. Nokama turned to 
Onewa and whispered, “She may be right. She possesses our powers at full strength, while our energies 
are low.” 

“| might have an idea, but it needs all six of us to make it work,” said the Toa of Stone. “І can free 
Nuju, given time, but what about Whenua?” 

Matau pointed up to where the Toa of Earth was trapped. “І think he is quick-solving the problem 
for us. Look.” 

High above, Whenua had been working on his bonds tirelessly. The combination of his efforts and 
the intense heat from the protodermis pool down below had weakened the strands until they began to 
detach from the ceiling. Soon, they would be unable to support his weight. Of course, the bad news was 
that freedom would send him plummeting into molten protodermis. 

“Any disks left?” Onewa asked Vakama. 

“One. Not sure what good it will do against a shapeshifter, though.” 

“When Whenua falls, launch it. Matau?” 


The Toa of Air had already readied his tools. At his mental signal, they would carry him into the 
air. He gestured up, across, and down to tell Onewa his plan. 

“Can your hydro blades crack rock?” Vakama asked Nokama. 

“Just watch them. Get ready.” 

Whenua had loosed his restraints enough to brace his feet against the ceiling. Now he gave one 
final shove and tore his bonds loose. The instant he saw the Toa of Earth begin to fall, Matau rocketed 
into the air. 

Vakama loaded and launched in one smooth motion. The disk struck the Krahka and unleashed 
its power to reconstitute at random. The Rahi bellowed with rage as her body went through multiple 
changes at once, arms and legs shifting rapidly from one form to another. 

Onewa and Nokama moved so fast it almost looked as if they had been hurled from a launcher as 
well. They vaulted over the protodermis pool and struck Nuju’s stone prison as one. Onewa’s knowledge 
of stone served him well, as his proto pitons found just the right weak point to hit. The rock cracked 
down the middle and fell apart, freeing the Toa of Ice. 

Up above, Matau caught Whenua before he had fallen too far. Rather than fight to stay aloft 
carrying the extra weight, the Toa of Air went into a power dive, heading right for the Krahka. But the 
Rahi spotted the danger and used Vakama’s powers to throw up a wall of flame in their path. 

The Toa of Fire had no time to think, only to act. He flung out his arms and strained to absorb 
the fire into him. If he failed, Whenua and Matau were doomed. 

Nokama, Onewa, and Nuju watched from the other side of the chamber, knowing they were 
helpless to aid him. Matau and Whenua were only seconds from plunging into the flames. 

Where Vakama found the strength of will, he would never know. But suddenly the flames began 
to whirl like a cyclone and shot across the room into the Toa of Fire. Glowing with power, he unleashed 
them again at the wall behind the Krahka, blasting it into rubble. 

“Try sealing that up,” he shouted. 

Rattled by the explosion, the Krahka could not get out of the way of the diving Toa. But she 
transformed by reflex into a gelatinous creature, and Whenua and Matau shot right through her and landed 
hard on the floor. The Krahka shifted again, this time into a purple Rahkshi, then let out a scream. 

The force of the yell knocked the Toa off their feet. Vakama, drained from his efforts against the 
wall of flame, flew halfway across the chamber. Matau and Whenua tried to rise, but a second scream 
slammed them into the wall. 

The Krahka’s form changed once more, this time into the shape of Vakama. But she was clearly 
beginning to tire. “You... have no idea... what you are dealing with,” she said. “There are things down 
here... things | have seen... that dwarf your power. If | become one, | could down you all with one blow 
and then crush your city.” 

Vakama saw the Rahi wearing his form and heard the words coming out of “his” mouth. His rage 
overcame his weakness. He rose and began striding across the chamber toward the Krahka. “Then do it!” 
he shouted. “Show us your power, if you can!” 

Nokama started forward. “Уаката -” 

Nuju blocked her path. “No, let him speak. While her attention is on him, we can help Matau and 
Whenua. Then the Toa Metru will stand united.” 

“And we know how much you like that,” Onewa said, smiling at Nuju. 

“It has its place,” was all the Toa of Ice said. 

Vakama had not slowed in his march toward the Rahi. The Krahka took a step backward, saying, 
“You think you can stand against my power? You are a fool, Toa of Fire!” 

“And you аге a thief!” snapped Vakama. “Not a conqueror — just a pathetic creature who survives 
by stealing the might of others, because she has none of her own. Maybe you started out wanting only to 
protect your home, Krahka, but it has made you into a monster.” 
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The other Тоа had thought Vakama was only trying to distract the Rahi. But as they moved to 
surround her, they saw he had not even noticed them. His attention and anger were focused on her, and 
hers on him. 

The Krahka shouted something in a language none had ever heard and launched beams of fire and 
ice at Vakama. Amazingly, he did not even try to dodge. It was as if the emotions inside him were acting 
as a shield against her powers. 

“You may defeat us all,” he said. “You may defeat every Matoran and every Vahki in all of Metru 
Nui. But you will not do it looking like a Toa. You will not shame what a Toa stands for, or one who has 
fallen to protect our city. That | swear!” 

The Krahka looked around, finally noticing that the other five Toa were closing in. But she showed 
no fear or hesitation. Instead, she laughed and said, “Not as a Toa? Very well, then —” 

Now began the most amazing transformation of all. Before the horrified eyes of the Toa Metru, 
the Krahka grew and changed into a walking nightmare. No longer was she Vakama, or any single Toa. 
Now she towered above them as a frightening combination of all six. 

A fearsome face smiled down at them. Six arms slowly waved in the air as she grew accustomed 
to her new form. “Do you like this better, little ones?” she said, her voice the mingled tones of all the Toa 
Metru. 

“There’s an exhibit for the Archives, librarian,” said Onewa. 

“ don’t think she will fit,’ Whenua replied. “Outside of running away, anyone have any good 
ideas?” 

“Spread out,” said Vakama. “Let’s not make it easy for her.” 

“Are we escaping?” asked Whenua. 

“No,” answered Nuju as he readied his crystal spikes. “We are ending this.” 

“Ah,” said Matau, aero slicers in his hands. “Well, | had no thought-plans for today, anyway.” 

The Krahka watched with amusement as the Toa Metru took up positions around her. Every 
move she made in her new combined form filled the Toa with revulsion. But it was Nokama who first 
took a step forward. 

“Beware, Toa of Water,” rumbled the Krahka. “Even you cannot withstand Vakama’s flames.” 

“No, | can’t,” Nokama agreed. “Сап you? You have gone too far, Krahka. І think you know it, too. 
If you have our power, don’t you have our wisdom as well? Does this have to end in battle?” 

“Yes! You must fall! The mask-makers must be driven from the Sculpture Fields. The knowledge 
crystals must not fly through the chutes. And... and the exhibits... they must be purified... and stored... 
so that the canals can flow...” 

The Krahka swayed, as the images and knowledge derived from six minds flooded her own. For a 
moment, it seemed as if would be too much, and Nokama was certain victory was at hand. But the Krahka’s 
will was too strong. She steadied herself again. 

“You would have lived out your lives here, safe from harm,” the Krahka said, raising all six of her 
arms. “But now...” 

The Toa Metru knew what was coming. Their only hope was to move fast. Together, the heroes 
of Metru Nui charged. 

Raw power surged from within the Krahka. Bolts of ice and fire, storms of earth and stone, 
whirlpools of water and air rained down on the Toa. They struggled to make headway against their own 
power, only to be driven back. With their full energies, they might have achieved a stalemate. Weakened 
as they were, it seemed they could not win. 

Vakama, half frozen by Nuju’s power, glanced up at the Krahka. He expected to see a creature 
aglow with triumph as she drove the Toa down. But instead the Krahka looked as if she were about to 
collapse. 

“Keep struggling!” he shouted to the other Toa. “Don’t give in!” 
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The Krahka unleashed more and more power. One by one, the Toa Metru fell before the 
onslaught, only to somehow find the strength to rise again. The Krahka’s fury grew greater every moment, 
but all her might could not make the Toa surrender. 

Far below, the Toa struggled for their very lives. Nuju battled to make headway against raging 
winds; Nokama leaped and dodged white-hot fireballs; Matau batted stones away with his aero slicers; 
Vakama pressed on through a howling blizzard; Onewa fought to overcome tidal waves of earth as 
Whenua did the same with water. 

The Toa of Water realized there was no way to overcome the Krahka with sheer might. The only 
hope for victory lay in striking out at the Rahi’s willpower and weaken her from within. 

“| hope you win!” Nokama shouted at the Krahka. “It will be the fate you deserve!” 

The Krahka’s attack did not slow, but she regarded the Toa with puzzlement. 

Nuju guessed Nokama’s plan and decided it was a good one. “She’s right!” he shouted over the 
wind. “At least if we are trapped here, we will be together. You will be alone for eternity, Krahka.” 

Nokama barely dodged the hottest fireball yet. “I've seen how the Rahkshi are around you. They 
fear you, just like everything else down here. They know you for a deceiver.” 

“The Rahi will flee Metru Nui,” Onewa added. “You will be the absolute ruler of... nothing.” 

The Krahka did not take this suggestion well. She began combining her powers in one blast, using 
earth and water to bury Onewa in a sea of mud. Nokama needed all her agility to avoid molten rock. 
Vakama faced a blizzard of snow, ice, and stone. 

“We will build a new city-home down here,” said Matau. “But even in the suns’ light, monster, 
you will always be іп night-dark!” 

“You are trying to confuse me!” bellowed the Krahka. “It will not work!” 

Whenua could see she was lying. Better still, she was expending huge amounts of power as she 
grew more agitated. Onewa had told him something of how the Krahka had used his form to fool the Toa, 
so Whenua decided it was time for payback. 

Fighting the crushing might of the water, he bent down and activated his earthshock drills. Their 
sound could not be heard over the winds in the chamber. He swiftly dug a hole and dove into it, followed 
by the waters. If he was right, this maneuver would shake the Krahka up even more. If he was wrong, 
there would only be five Toa left to fight. 

The massive Rahi noticed immediately that Whenua was gone. “Where? Where is the Toa of 
Earth?” she demanded, casting her eyes about frantically. 

The stone floor behind the Krahka exploded. Whenua’s head emerged from the hole. “Surprise!” 
he yelled. “See what a real Toa of Earth can do, not some cheap imitation!” 

Whenua vanished underground again. Enraged, the Krahka melted the stone around the hole, all 
the while continuing to fend off the other five Toa. 

Down below, the Toa of Earth fought to hold his breath as his drills carved through the stone. If 
he was right the Krahka was just above him, and about to get a shock. 

The Krahka felt the ground give way beneath her and struggled to keep her balance. She would 
not fall before these... these interlopers! She would crush them here and now, and then all top-dwellers, 
and she would rule above! But... who would she rule? Mindless Rahi? And what would she have them do? 

No, it didn’t matter. They would obey her commands. And her first command would be to... 
to... 

But what if they all fled at her approach? Then she would stop them. She would imprison them in 
the city, just like she had done the top-dwellers. She would cage everything that existed — only that way 
could she be sure of her own survival. 

As her inner debate raged, the Toa were able to make progress against her weakening powers. 
Onewa could sense that the end was near, if only one more event would push her over the edge. He 
signaled for the Toa to move closer together and form a wedge, forcing the Krahka to focus maximum 
power on one spot. 
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Reacting to their maneuver, the Krahka pointed her six arms all іп one direction and brought the 
power bursts near to each other. At the crucial moment, Whenua tore out of the ground behind her, his 
shout of rage breaking her concentration. The elemental energies she wielded merged together in that 
one instant into one awesome blast. 

The Toa narrowly ducked the power beam. Only Vakama turned to see that where it struck a 
new substance had formed, one that looked like solid protodermis. How could that be? he wondered. Is 
that what would result if we combined our powers? Maybe — 

“Vakama, watch out!” Nokama shouted. 

Then, without warning, the power ceased to flow from the hands of the Krahka. The giant Rahi 
staggered and fell, slamming into the ground with such force that surely all of Metru Nui must have 
trembled. She lay still, her body slowly beginning another tranformation, but into what, none could tell. 

Vakama approached the prone form. “She still lives. Trying to use all our powers at once 
overwhelmed her. It is over... for now.” 

“Yes, for now,” said Nokama. “But what cage could hope to hold a creature that can transform 
at will?” 

“The Onu-Matoran can put her in stasis,” offered Whenua. “She can be kept in the Archives until 
it is safe, someday, to release her.” 

“And if there are more like her down here?” said Onewa. 

“That is the Toa of Stone,” said Matau. “Always with the happy-cheer.” 

“No!” groaned the Krahka. “No... | will not be... chained!” 

The Toa whirled to see their opponent had shifted to the form of a lava eel once more. Only 
Vakama was close enough to stop her, but he did not move as she plunged into the pool of molten 
protodermis. The others ran to the edge of the pool, but there was no sign of her. 

“Why didn’t you stop her?” demanded Onewa. “You just let her go!” 

“She fought to protect her home. But too much power, fueled by too much anger, made her a 
menace,” Vakama said quietly. “Perhaps | saw a reflection of ourselves in her... of what we could become, 
if we are not very careful.” 

Onewa threw up his hands. “Someday | will figure you out, fire-spitter. But not today, it seems.” 

Nokama stared at the molten pool for a long time. Had Vakama done the right thing? The Krahka 
was no unthinking beast, but she did have a great deal to learn before she could live in peace with others. 
Still, could any being hope to master such lessons in a cage? The Toa of Water could not say for sure. But 
one question more haunted her... With its power to change shapes, if the Krahka did survive and someday 
returned... how would they know? 
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Мом... 

His tale finished, Turaga Уаката sat down. Tahu Nuva was the first to speak. “І see that the shape 
of victory was perhaps not so easy to recognize on Metru Nui, as it has been here. Still, | am sure the 
Matoran applauded your achievements.” 

Vakama shook his head. “They were never to hear this story, Toa of Fire. We sealed the cracks 
we had come to find, then departed from the tunnels. On the way, we decided that it would serve no 
purpose to share our experiences with others. Whenua offered to warn the Matoran to be careful where 
they dug in future, to avoid harming the natural life below.” 

“But if it was a menace —?” said Kopaka Nuva. 

“It was defending its home against an invader, much as you did against the Bohrok,” replied 
Vakama. “Now that it knew that one could not hope to defeat six, it would not threaten the surface world 
again. Or so we believed...” 

“That, then, is the lesson of this tale,” said Hahli. “When the Toa stand together, no force can 
overcome them.” 

Vakama gave the Chronicler a smile of approval. “Very good. That is half the lesson learned. What 
is the rest?” 

Hahli had no answer. The Toa Nuva looked at each other, equally puzzled. Finally, Lewa spoke 
up. “Stay topside. The underground is a nasty-dark place.” 

The Toa Nuva — even Kopaka — had to smile at that. Vakama chuckled and said, “No, Toa of Air, 
although there is truth in that as well. We learned it is not enough just to trust — one must trust wisely. 
Nuju trusted the sight of Nokama and so wound up in an embrace of stone. The Krahka took our 
friendship and our reliance upon each other and used it as a tool against us.” 

The Turaga of Fire leaned forward and spoke with quiet urgency. “Trust not in what you see and 
hear, Toa Nuva. Trust in what your mind and heart tell you. That is something which, even after this 
adventure, the Toa Metru had still not grasped completely.” 

Vakama’s expression turned grim. “And it is a lesson that cost us dearly. Very dearly.” 

“So what happened next?” asked Jaller. “Did you ever make it to the Coliseum? Were you 
recognized as heroes?” 

“After we emerged from the tunnels, we decided to return to our own metru briefly to ensure 
our Matoran friends were safe. We also needed to secure some of the loose ends of our old lives before 
leaving them behind forever. Those are stories for another day. But, yes, we did finally come to the 
Coliseum to present ourselves to Turaga Dume and the Matoran assembled.” 

“And —?” asked Takanuva, Toa of Light, eagerly. 

“| сап see you will not be content until you have heard the tale in full,” Vakama said softly. “Very 
well, my friends. | will share with you the legends of Metru Nui...” 
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The Turaga would talk long into the night, recalling for the Toa Nuva а world they had never 
known. 


Vakama’s tale continues... 

After many adventures, both together and separately, the Toa Metru finally met outside the 
Coliseum. Each held the Great Disk from his or her own Metru. The Coliseum towered over the city. It 
stood at the junction of all six metru, so tall it looked as if it must touch the sky. The Coliseum was large 
enough to accommodate every Matoran in Metru Nui, and served as both an athletic arena and the power 
station for the entire city. Turaga Dume’s chambers were also to be found in this imposing building. One 
side of the arena was dominated by a massive statue of Toa Lhikan, the other by Dume’s box. 

The Toa Metru entered the arena in the middle of a Kanoka Disk tournament. All around them 
Matoran surfed on disks over the undulating floor, trying to launch their Kanoka into hoops mounted high 
on the walls. When the players saw the visitors, they immediately ceased their game and moved aside. 
The floor of the arena settled back into its natural bowl shape. 

Great Disks held high, the Toa Metru moved into the middle of the stadium. Quietly at first, the 
crowd began to chant “Toa... Toa... Тоа...” Then the word burst from them іп a cheer that rocked the 
Coliseum. 

“Hello, Metru Nui!” Matau shouted, waving. Then he turned to the other Toa, saying, “І always 
wanted to loud-shout that!” 

From high in his box, Turaga Dume watched the arrival of the Toa with surprise. He was flanked 
by two Vahki Rorzakh from Onu-Metru, and his huge, powerful hawk, Nivawk, perched behind him. 

бите leaned forward and said in disbelief, “Vakama?!” Regaining control of himself with some 
effort, he continued, “Matoran in the morning. Toa by afternoon. No wonder you have not yet completed 
the Mask of Time.” 

“Forgive the delay, Turaga, but...” Маката began. 

“One moment we’re Matoran, the next we’re power-jolted,” shouted Matau, shaking his body to 
simulate the shock. “And Toa-masked!” 

Nokama held her Great Disk up, followed by the others, and said to Dume, “We present you the 
Great Kanoka Disks as proof of our Toa stature.” 

“Toa must prove themselves with deeds, not simple gifts,’ Dume replied. Then, addressing the 
crowd, he said, “Масогап of Metru Nui! The Great Spirit has provided six new Toa who will undoubtedly 
demonstrate their worthiness on this field of honor!” 

The crowd cheered, but the Toa Metru just stood there, stunned. All that work to retrieve the 
Great Disks, and Turaga Dume rejected them? One by one, they handed the disks to Маката, 
disappointment and scorn on their faces. This had been his idea, and it had not worked. 

“Catch this, fire-spitter,” Onewa snapped. 

In the Coliseum’s control box, Matoran busily worked a series of levers and switches. The Toa 
Metru could hear machinery grinding and clanking beneath their feet. Then Dume’s face appeared on the 
giant screen overlooking the field. 
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“Cross the Sea of Protodermis,” he boomed, “and be honored as Тоа!” 

The field began to move, shift, undulate beneath the Toa Metru. They struggled to keep their 
balance as wave after wave passed through the ground. Then a series of large, silver columns topped with 
razor-sharp points erupted randomly out of the field, threatening to skewer the Toa. 

Matau narrowly avoided the first thrust, saying, “Lucky I’m so quick-fast!” But that left Nuju in 
harm’s way. The Toa Metru of Ice leaped back, crashing into Whenua and sending them both to the 
ground. 

“How will we survive?” asked Nuju. 

“We use the mask powers the Great Spirit gave us!” answered Whenua. 

“And just how do we do that?!” 

There was no time for a reply as more columns shot out of the ground. Back on his feet, Nuju 
pivoted out of the way of a pair of them, not realizing where he was swinging his crystal spike. His Toa 
tool swept the legs out from under Vakama, sending the Toa of Fire to the ground. The crowd began to 
laugh. 

Vakama shook off the impact and looked up to see a tidal wave of solid protodermis heading right 
for the Toa. He jumped to his feet as Nokama pointed to an archway on the far side of the field. 

“Follow me!” she shouted, leading the charge toward safety. 

The huge swell rose behind them, but the Toa were able to maintain their balance and slide down 
the side of the wave. But now more swells rose up in front of them, each larger than the last. One lifted 
Whenua high into the air and then dropped him on the field in a heap. 

More swells pounded the Toa from every side. Even as Onewa barely dodged a twenty-five-foot 
tidal wave of protodermis, another hurled Nuju, Vakama, and Nokama in separate directions. Then the 
largest wave of all rose before them, moving forward at alarming speed and breaking up into large blocks 
of metal. 

“Time to quick-run!” Matau yelled. 

“Advance!” Nuju yelled. 

“No, retreat!” said Whenua, charging backward and colliding with the Toa of Ice. They both 
looked up in time to see the blocks of protodermis raining down. Only swift reflexes saved them from 
being crushed. 

“Enough!” proclaimed Dume. The Matoran in the control box dutifully shut down the field. 

The Toa Metru were scattered all over the field, exhausted. The crowd was silent. Dume peered 
down at the six figures and smiled. 

“Let us praise these jesters,” he said. “Perhaps they thought to entertain us during this difficult 
time...” 

“No!” shouted Vakama. “We are Toa!” 

“Or are they impostors responsible for Toa Lhikan’s demise?” continued Dume. “Vakama here 
was the last to see him!” 

“Yes, but... no... not true!” Vakama stammered. 

Dume’s face leered down from the giant screen. “Seize them!” 

Vakama’s eyes widened as he saw Krekka and Nidhiki step up beside Turaga Dume. Could it be...? 

“No, it was them!” he yelled, pointing at the two Dark Hunters. “They did it!” 

Squads of Rorzakh closed in on the Toa, their staffs at the ready. The Matoran in the control box 
flipped more switches, converting the center of the field into a vast, metallic whirlpool. Closest to the 
center of the vortex, Whenua, Nuju, and Onewa struggled to resist the pull. 

Nuju tried to dig his crystal spike into the ground, but the force of the whirlpool tore it from his 
hands and it plunged into the darkness. Seconds later, Nuju joined it, flying headlong toward the vortex. 
On the way, he smashed into Whenua, sending the Toa of Earth plummeting into the whirlpool as well. 

Matau and Nokama plunged their tools into the protodermis to try and fight the pull. Vakama 
came flying toward them, but Nokama seized him at the last moment with her free hand. 

Onewa was not so fortunate. With a scream of “Help!” he vanished into the whirlpool. 


Nokama looked around. The Rorzakh were closing іп and the three remaining Тоа were helpless. 
Then her eyes fixed on the statue of Toa Lhikan. 

“Маката!” she shouted, pointing toward the sculpture. “The statue! Bring it down!” 

The Toa of Fire nodded and went to load a disk into his disk launcher. He was half done when he 
realized he had one of the Great Disks in his hand. Thinking better of it, he substituted disks from his 
pack. 

Taking as careful aim as he could under the circumstances, Vakama launched a series of disks at 
the base of the statue. Half of the disks contained the weakness power, half the reconstitute at random 
power — the combination was explosive, sending the sculpture toppling to the ground. Rorzakh scattered 
in its wake, some of them drawn into the vortex, others trapped beneath the weight of the statue. 

“Go! Now!” said Nokama. 

The three Toa scrambled over the statue, past the stunned Rorzakh, and out of the Coliseum. As 
they ran, Matau stole a glance at Vakama’s disk launcher. “Impressive Toa tool,” he said. “Trade?” 

But Vakama was not listening. His attention, and his anger, were fixed on the Turaga of his city. 


Dume turned to Nidhiki and Krekka, barely controlled anger in his voice. “The new Toa must not interfere 
with the plan.” 
Nidhiki shrugged. “They are mere Matoran in Toa armor. As is our duty, we shall not fail.” 
Krekka pondered that for a long moment before nodding his agreement. 


Outside the Coliseum, the three Toa Metru paused to catch their breath. 

“We have to get out of here,” said Nokama. She looked down to see a transport chute far below. 
Jumping into one was risky. If the speed and timing of the leap were not just right, she would bounce off 
the outer layer rather than passing through into the magnetized protodermis flow. 

Taking a deep breath, she jumped off the ledge. An experienced diver, she kept her body as 
straight as could be and her eyes focused on her destination. She struck the chute perfectly, passing 
through the outer layer and immediately swimming smoothly in the chute. 

High above, Vakama watched her dive with awe and not a little fear. Ta-Matoran didn’t go leaping 
around like Le-Metru cable climbers or swimming in the sea like Ruki fish. Vakama had never gotten into 
a chute except through a chute station. Besides being dangerous, it was a sure way to attract the attention 
of Vahki. It didn’t help that his mind was still spinning from the revelation that Dume, Nidhiki, and Krekka 
were allies. 

“The Dark Hunters took Toa Lhikan — for Turaga Dume! He’s responsible!” he said. 

“All because you panic-failed,” grumbled Matau. He remembered all too well what Vakama had 
said about standing by while Toa Lhikan was kidnapped. 

Vakama made no reply. There was nothing he could say. 

Behind him, Matau grew impatient. He gave Vakama a shove and sent the Toa of Fire flying. 
Fortunately, he hit the chute at just the right moment and made it into the protodermis flow safely. It 
took him a moment to adjust to the new environment. He grabbed a passing piece of cargo and let it pull 
him along behind Nokama. 

Matau turned at a noise behind him. Krekka and Nidhiki had emerged from the Coliseum. At the 
sight of the Toa, they shapeshifted into a more aerodynamic mode and shot forward. Panicked, Matau 
leaped. 

Under ordinary circumstances, the Le-Metru native was one of the best at chute-jumping. But he 
had never tried to do it with two Dark Hunters right behind him before. His arms and legs were going 
every which way as he fell. He landed with a hard splat on the top of the chute, then slowly oozed into 
the protodermis. Part of him was happy for the temporary safety, while part hoped no one he knew had 
seen him. 


Тигага Dume walked silently through his private chamber. Despite the numerous lightstone lanterns, the 
vast room still felt shadowy and cold. Ignoring the great throne that rested on the polished floor, Dume 
triggered a secret door in the rear wall and passed through. 

Beyond the door was a room no eyes other than his own had ever seen. Sunlight poured into the 
room from either side to strike a pair of huge sundials. The instruments were made of great circular plates 
inscribed with a language that was ancient when Metru Nui was new, and posts of a dark stone that cast 
eerie shadows. The plates rotated with a rhythmic clicking, bringing the shadows from the sundial posts 
closer and closer with each second. 

Turaga Dume walked toward the darkest recesses of the room. A pair of sinister red eyes loomed 
in the shadows before him. A voice like thunder growled from the pit, “The Mask of Time will not be 
completed.” 

“No,” said Turaga Dume. “But when the Great Shadow falls, the Vahki will ensure every Matoran’s 
fate.” 

The eyes receded into the darkness. The room was silent as the grave once more. 
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Тоа Nokama twisted her body to avoid slamming into a freight sled. Behind her, Vakama and 
Matau did the same while trying to maintain their grip on items flying through the chutes. It was the height 
of the Metru Nui traffic rush and freight convoys were roaring by at alarming speeds. 

Still, her Toa strength and agility made it a task she could handle. The real challenge was figuring 
out where in Metru Nui to go that the Vahki could not follow. 


Inside the Le-Metru control room that governed the chutes, a very frightened Matoran looked for help — 
but there was none coming. The Matoran’s name was Kongu, and in ages of work he had never run into 
anything more dangerous than the occasional force sphere or chute breakdown. Now, held in the grip of 
the Dark Hunter called Krekka, he knew the true meaning of fear. 

“The entire system will explode if | reverse the flow!” he cried. 

In the background, Nidhiki hissed. Krekka raised a powerful arm so that Kongu could get a hint 
of his fate if he refused to cooperate. 

“Then again, it might work,” Kongu said weakly. His hand slammed on a button, and with a great 
whoosh the magnetized protodermis pumps that powered the chutes began to reverse. 


The Toa’s journey came to an abrupt halt. All forward motion stopped in the chutes at once, leaving 
heroes, Matoran, and freight sleds hanging suspended in the energy field. Vakama and Matau looked at 
each other and shrugged. 

Then, with an earsplitting roar, the flow of the chutes suddenly reversed itself. The Toa tumbled 
backward, out of control, smashing into the walls as the transport system picked up speed. There was 
nothing to grab on to, no way to gain traction. Even thinking was difficult with the constant collisions. 

Nokama somersaulted end over end, catching a glimpse of a freight sled spinning madly and 
heading in her direction. At the last moment, she and the other Toa flattened themselves against the walls 
and took only glancing blows from the vehicle. 

This can’t go on, thought Nokama. It’s only a matter of time before something strikes us... or worse, we 
end up back where we started, in the hands of the Vahki. 

With that fate in mind, Nokama dug her twin hydro blades into the bottom of the chute. Holding 
on to the blades with one hand, she grabbed Vakama with the other. Then Vakama grabbed Matau, linking 
them all together in a chain. 

His motion stabilized, Matau freed his aero slicer and carved a hole in the bottom of the tube. He 
looked up to see another out-of-control freight sled bearing down on them. In the instant before it would 
have struck, the three Toa plunged through the hole and into space. 

Now they hung in midair, high above Metru Nui. Nokama clung to her hydro blades, while Vakama 
held on to her ankle. With his free hand, he clutched Matau. 

“Everyone all right?” asked Nokama. 
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Matau looked up от where he dangled above the city. “Oh, sure-fine,” he said sarcastically. “Just 
enjoying the view.” 

Nokama looked down ас Vakama. The Toa of Fire was staring off into space. “Уаката?” she said. 

But Vakama was no longer there, at least not in his mind. He was lost in another vision... 

He was standing next to Toa Lhikan. But as Vakama moved to greet his lost friend, the Toa suddenly 
transformed into a blinding burst of energy. The sphere of light hovered in the air for а moment before launching 
skyward. 

Vakama lifted his gaze to watch it streak across the night sky. As it sped across the blackness, the energy 
field shifted and changed until it resembled the shooting stars studied by Ko-Metru scholars. But it was no random 
astronomical event — no, it looked more like an arrow pointing toward... 

With a start, Vakama snapped out of his trance. Nokama was looking down at him, concerned. 

“Another foreseeing?” asked the Toa of Water. 

Vakama nodded, a little embarrassed. 

“How about less vision-seeing and more Toa-saving?” shouted Matau. 

Nokama glanced up to see that her hydro blades were losing their grip on the chute. Fighting to 
stay calm, she began to swing, the movement of her body forcing the other Toa to move as well. Slowly 
they gained momentum, arcing toward a nearby support tower and then back again. With each swing, the 
hydro blades lost a bit more of their grip. 

At the apex of the next swing, the Toa tools suddenly came loose. Nokama hurled herself through 
the air and grabbed onto the support tower. But the jolt rocked Vakama and Matau, causing the Toa of 
Fire to lose his grip. The Toa of Air plunged toward the ground far below. 

“Matau!” cried Vakama. 

But the Toa of Air could not hear him over the sound of the wind rushing in his ears. Arms and 
legs outstretched, he was desperately wishing he had mastered his Great Mask of Power. Unless, of course, 
it was a useless-dumb power like water breathing, he thought. But if it was something like levitation, that would 
be really welcome-fine right now... 

Even as the thought crossed his mind, his fall became a controlled glide. His aero slicers caught 
the wind, acting like wings. A broad grin broke out on Matau’s face. 

“My mask power!” he yelled happily. “І can —” 

The updraft became a downdraft without warning, sending Matau crashing headfirst into a massive 
screen. “Unnngh! Wind-fly,” he groaned. 

As he slid down the screen, Turaga Dume’s face glared down from it. “All Matoran should be on 
the lookout for the false Toa,” ordered the elder of Metru Nui. 

Up above, Nokama felt her heart sink. Somehow, she did not think this was what Lhikan had in 
mind when he gave them the Toa stones. 


Nokama took a swift look around. No, there were no Vahki Keerakh in the area, or even many Matoran, 
for that matter. This seemed like a safe spot for the three Toa Metru to pause and try to sort out what 
had just happened. 

Matau spent the time recovering from his “solo flight.” Nokama had made a point of not teasing 
him about it, since the Toa of Air seemed to feel bad enough already. Vakama was off by himself, doing 
something with a pair of Great Disks. 

Nokama approached in time to see him move the disks together until they touched. Then 
something strange happened — the disks softened and began to merge together. Vakama quickly pulled 
them apart again, puzzled and intrigued. 

“Vakama?” 

“Ний?” said the Toa of Fire, not looking up. 

“What was your last vision?” Nokama asked. 

Vakama pointed up to the sky. A yellow streak of light could be seen against the blackness. “That! 
Toa Lhikan’s spirit star. Each Toa has one. As long as it burns in the night sky, Toa Lhikan remains alive.” 


“It is headed toward Po-Metru,” said Nokama. 

Matau had joined the group now. He glanced up at the spirit star, shrugged, and said, “What about 
our captured Toa-brothers?” 

Vakama shook his head. “Only Toa Lhikan can stop Turaga Dume and free the other Toa.” 

“And how do you propose we quick-catch a spirit star?” demanded Matau. 

Nokama scanned the area. Down the road, she spotted a Vahki transport vehicle moving slowly 
through the metru. The long vehicle was propelled by a series of insectlike legs. Its cargo was a collection 
of large silver spheres. Only a single Vahki was present, serving as driver. 

“Perhaps а way has been revealed, rider,” Nokama said, smiling. 

Toa of Water and Toa of Air took off at a run for the transport. When they had gone a few steps, 
Nokama looked back to see that Vakama hadn’t moved. He was still toying with the two Great Disks. 

“Vakama!” she shouted. 

Startled, Vakama returned the disks to his backpack and ran to catch up. As the transport rumbled 
by, the three of them leaped into the back without being seen. They settled themselves down between 
tall stacks of silver spheres, the like of which none of them had ever seen before. 

“What are these?” wondered Vakama. 

“Storage containers,” replied Matau. “But most odd-looking.” 

Vakama brushed his hand against one of the spheres, and his mind exploded... 

Without warning, the sphere sprung open, revealing a Matoran in а coma-like slumber. The next moment, 
the Matoran’s heartlight faded to black. Before Vakama could react, the Matoran’s mask began to blur and morph, 
transforming into that of Turage Dume. A pair of red eyes blazed at Vakama from Dume’s Kanohi mask... 

The Toa of Fire returned to reality with a start. Another vision... and if it were true... 

He shoved Matau aside to get at the nearest sphere. “Hey! Are you cross-wired?” Matau snapped. 

Vakama threw the sphere open to find... nothing. Nokama joined him to peer into the empty 
container. “What’s wrong, brother?” she asked. 

The Toa of Fire stared hard at the darkness in the heart of the sphere. “Nothing, sister. Nothing 
at all,” he said finally. 

Matau met Nokama’s eyes and spun his hand around, a not-so-subtle way of saying Vakama was 
crazy. Nokama frowned, part of her wishing she could believe that. It would make things much simpler. 
But deep down she had a feeling that the situation in Metru Nui was far worse than any of them knew... 
except, perhaps, Vakama. 


То Whenua, it didn’t seem like things could get any worse. Не, Nuju, and Onewa had awakened 
in their cell, complete with thick rock walls and a solid metal door. Their Toa tools were now missing. 
Worse, not only were they trapped, but they were being tortured by each other’s company. 

For the sixth time in the last two minutes, Whenua tried the door. It was still locked tight. “This 
is just great,” he growled. “Before, all | worried about was cataloging. Now | will go down in history as 
Metru Nui’s most wanted.” 

Onewa studied the stone walls. His time as a carver had helped him master the art of finding weak 
points in rock. But this cell did not seem to have any. Whenua’s complaints only added to his frustration. 
“You? I’m the one suffering, locked up with a Ko-Matoran big brain and an Onu-Matoran stock clerk.” 

Nuju simply stared at the floor. For one used to the unlimited view from atop a Knowledge Tower, 
being confined like this was... disturbing. “We will never escape,” he said. “Our freedom is gone. Our 
future is hopeless.” 

“Toa, giving up hope?” 

The words came from a darkened corner of the cell. All three Toa Metru started in surprise — 
they had never imagined someone else was in the cell with them. Now they could see a lone figure sitting 
in a meditative pose, head down. He wore a robe with an oversized hood that hid his mask. But the 
experience and wisdom evident in his voice told them this must be a Turaga. But who? And why was he 
here? 

“Turaga? Forgive me, but | know you not,” said Nuju. 

“Your concern should be with your own identity, not mine,” the Turaga said quietly. “Freedom 
and escape are different objectives, but both are easily realized.” 

“With all respect, wise one,” replied Onewa, “you are stuck in here with us, so —” 

“I have freedom even in here,” said the Turaga. “But for escape... Toa mask powers are needed.” 

The Toa exchanged glances. Whatever hope they had felt on encountering the mysterious Turaga 
was fading fast. “І doubt we will ever Бе in touch with our mask powers,” said Nuju. 

“Never doubt what you are capable of,” answered the Turaga. “Тһе Great Spirit lives through all 
of us.” 

Trapped in a cell with two Toa wannabes and a crazy Turaga, thought Onewa. Next time someone gives 
те а Toa stone, | think І will just use it as а doorstop. 


The Vahki transport crawled through the Sculpture Fields of Po-Metru. Its final destination remained a 
mystery, but at this point the farther the Toa were from the Coliseum, the more comfortable they felt. 

In the back of the transport, Vakama had succeeded in merging three of the six Great Disks. Using 
his firestaff, he had begun to shape the combined disks into the rough shape of a mask. Nokama watched 
him at work for a long time before saying, “Vakama, your destiny no longer lies in sculpting masks. You 
are a Toa.” 
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Vakama shrugged. “І don’t feel like а Toa.” 
“You will. Have faith.” 


As the Vahki transport went around a sharp curve, the three Toa Metru leaped out. They were well inside 
Po-Metru now and there was no point risking discovery by the Vahki at the wheel. They tumbled to safety 
and stayed low until the transport was out of sight. Then Nokama rose and looked around. 

“An assemblers’ village,” she said, although it was obvious to all where they were. The village 
consisted of a broad avenue anda series of buildings. Scattered about were machines, furniture and statues, 
all of them half-finished. That was normal for such a place, but something else set the Toa on edge. 

The village was abandoned. Doors banged open and closed in the wind. Tools lay where they had 
been dropped. Vakama’s eyes narrowed as he noticed a stack of silver spheres near one of the buildings. 

This place feels wrong-bad, thought Matau. “Hello?” he shouted. 

No one answered. 

Puzzled, he turned to Nokama and said, “Guess they all quick-sped.” 

“Builders do not abandon their projects without good reason,” said the Toa of Water. 

“Then where is everyone?” asked Vakama. 

Krekka burst out of one of the buildings, launching energy bolts at the Toa Metru. “Get ready to 
find out, Toa!” he bellowed. 

Nokama whirled, spinning her hydro blades fast enough to deflect the bolts. Then all three Toa 
dove for cover behind one of the buildings. But they had hardly hit the ground before Matau was ready to 
charge back out again. 

“A Toa-hero knows no fear!” he said as he raced into the street. Krekka’s next blast missed him, 
and the Toa of Air crowed, “You’ll have to do better than that!” 

Nidhiki accepted the challenge. Stepping out from behind a building, he hurled an energy web at 
the Toa. Entangled, Matau hit the ground. 

“Help! There’s a Toa down!” he yelled, struggling to get free. 

Hearing his cry, Vakama and Nokama began to circle around the buildings to come to his aid. 
Meanwhile, Nidhiki and Krekka had both closed in on the captured Toa. 

“Calling all Toa!” Krekka shouted. “Your time is up!” 

A rapidly growing rumble drowned out anything else he said. The ground beneath their feet began 
to shake violently. “Bioquake?” suggested Vakama. 

Now a cloud of dust had appeared on the far edge of the village, closing in on the Toa and Dark 
Hunters. From out of that cloud emerged a herd of fearsome beasts. Large bipeds, their powerful hind 
legs propelled them forward in huge leaps and bounds. Twin tusks on their lower jaws made the herd 
look like a spiked wall on the march. Their eyes burned red and deep roars came from their mouths as 
they stormed through the village. 

“Worse!” said Nokama. “Kikanalo!” 

The eyes of the Dark Hunters went wide as they saw the herd bearing down upon them. Kikanalo 
were known for their stampedes, but were tolerated because their tusks often dug up chunks of 
protodermis left over from carving projects. Right now, though, their efficiency as recyclers was the last 
thing on anyone’s mind. 

“| hate those things!” said Krekka. His massive form moved amazingly fast as he scrambled to the 
top of a nearby tower. “I’m outta here.” 

“No!” yelled Nidhiki. “Stay low!” 

But Krekka wasn’t listening, and Nidhiki had no more time to worry about him. He dove into a 
construction trench as the herd thundered closer. 

Matau struggled to his feet just as the Kikanalo entered the village. The force of their footfalls sent 
him flying through the air, to land with a crash near Vakama and Nokama. They darted out and dragged 
their dazed comrade into a small building. 
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Now the Kikanalo had made it as far as Krekka’s tower. Almost casually, а few of the beasts 
rammed the tower with their tusks, sending it toppling over. Nidhiki looked up in time to see his partner 
and the structure falling right toward him. 

“Next time, listen to me,” he muttered. 

Nokama saw Krekka land on top of Nidhiki in the ditch. Using her hydro blades, she cut loose a 
stack of the strange silver spheres and sent them rolling toward the ditch. Then she ducked back inside 
as the spheres crashed into the Dark Hunters. 

Matau and Vakama watched the Kikanalo trampling and smashing assemblers’ huts to bits. “We 
should quick-flee,” said the Toa of Air. 

“Nonsense,” Nokama replied. “This is the sturdiest structure in the village.” 

“Nokama -” Vakama began. 

The Toa of Water cut him off. “Were staying —” 

Suddenly, three Kikanalo crashed through the ceiling of the building. Finding themselves closed in, 
the beasts panicked and began leaping wildly about, slamming into the Toa again and again. In desperation, 
Matau grabbed Nokama and Vakama and hurled them out the window before following himself. 

He had acted just in time. Behind them, the building exploded as the angry Kikanalo kicked it to 
pieces. Once free, they leaped away to join the herd. 

Nokama looked at Matau. “І was wrong. You were right, my brother.” 

“It’s amazing what you can learn when you’re not always speak-teaching,” Matau replied. 

The approach of more Kikanalo ended the argument as the Toa fled. They were barely staying 
ahead of the beasts, whose tusks swiped dangerously close to the three heroes. The lead beast was an 
aged Kikanalo, his hide covered with strange markings and old scars. He gave an impatient snort as he 
tried to catch up to the Toa Metru. 

“What did you say?” Nokama asked Matau. 

“| didn’t —” 

Matau stopped in midsentence. Nokama’s mask had become illuminated, but the Toa of Water 
did not seem to notice. “Why is the mask glowing?” he asked. 

Then Nokama did the most amazing, shocking thing Matau could ever imagine, under the 
circumstances: she stopped running. She simply stopped, with a Kikanalo stampede practically on top of 
her. 

“Nokama?” Vakama shouted. 

But she was paying no attention to him. She turned to face the onrushing beasts as if they were 
nothing to fear. Vakama and Matau both winced, sure the herd was about to trample their fellow Toa. 
The lead Kikanalo gave out an angry snort as it closed in on Nokama. 

The Toa of Water responded with a similar sound. The lead Kikanalo, looking stunned, stopped 
with his tusks mere inches from her mask. The other beasts stopped as well, not in a pileup but like a 
well-drilled Vahki squad. 

The elder Kikanalo’s scars began to glow. He snorted aggressively at the Toa who stood before 
him. Nokama stared into his eyes as a new world opened up for her. 

Turning back to the Toa, she said excitedly, “Brothers — my mask power! The chief wants to know 
why we are allied with Dark Hunters.” 

Vakama could not believe what he was hearing. Could Nokama really understand what these 
creatures were saying? Or had his visions finally driven sanity from him? No, this seemed real. Certainly 
his body ached enough from being thrown out a window onto the street. 

“Tell him we’re not,” he said to Nokama. “We seek a friend the Hunters have taken.” 

Nokama turned her attention back to the Kikanalo chief and gave a series of animalistic grunts 
and snorts. The elder beast responded in kind, his body language relaxing. 

“You are free to pass,” Nokama translated, “since we are both against the Hunters who trespass 
the beauty of the Herdlands...” 
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“Beauty? Where?” Matau asked Vakama. “Апа who knew Kikanalo could think-talk? | just thought 
they were dumb beasts.” 

The elder Kikanalo grunted. Nokama chuckled as she reported, “Kikanalo still think the same of 
tall green Matoran.” 

“Tall Matoran?” said Matau, shocked. “І am Toa!” 

“Wait,” broke in Vakama, with barely contained excitement. “Tall Matoran? Ask him if the Dark 
Hunters trespassed with a ‘tall Matoran.”” 

Nokama nodded and translated Vakama’s question into the language of the Kikanalo. The Rahi 
beast responded with a snort. 

“Yes,” Nokama said. “They take many things to the ‘place of unending whispers.“ 

“That must be where they have taken Toa Lhikan!” said Vakama. 

The elder Kikanalo grunted, as if in agreement. “They will show us the way,” Nokama translated. 


The three Toa rode across the plains of Po-Metru on Kikanalo. Behind them, the rest of the herd followed 
close behind. For the first time, Vakama felt some hope. If they could find Lhikan, rescue him, surely Dume 
could be stopped. The Toa of Fire had no idea what the Turaga’s plans were, or why he had turned against 
the city, but he had no doubt Lhikan could make things right. 

Matau smiled. This was the sort of adventure he had always dreamed of during the long days riding 
Ussal crabs through Le-Metru. New places, new excitement, a quest to save a captured hero — this was 
what being a Toa-hero was all about! Laughing, he stood up on the back of the Kikanalo and started 
spinning around. 

“Only a great Toa-rider could tame a wild Kikanalo-beast!” he proclaimed. 

The Rahi’s response was to stop and buck, tossing the Toa of Air onto the ground. Matau landed 
with a hard thud. 

“It seems a ‘great Toa-rider’ has been tamed,” said Nokama. She and Vakama both smiled at the 
sight of Matau sprawled on the plain. 

It would be the last time either one would smile for a long while. 


173 


Whenua had lived іп dim light, sometimes almost complete darkness, for much of his life. Like апу 
Onu-Matoran, over time his eyes had adjusted to the point where he could see in the semidark. Although 
much of Onu-Metru was on the surface, Onu-Matoran actually preferred to be in the underground levels 
of the Archives, because the brightness of the twin suns hurt their sensitive eyes. 

Still, nothing had prepared him for the task at hand — trying to make his way around a small cell 
with a blindfold on. He kept bumping into walls and other Toa, and his temper was coming to a boil faster 
than protodermis in a Ta-Metru furnace. 

The mysterious Turaga was not helping matters any. “Do not rely on your memory,” he said. 
“Look beyond your history and see what is.” 

Look beyond history? Whenua had been an archivist — he lived for history! Telling an Onu-Matoran 
to forget about the past was like telling a Ko-Matoran to put away the telescope and lighten up. 

“I'm пос а Rahi bat!” snapped Whenua. “І can’t see іп the dark.” 

The Turaga quietly slid a stool into the path of the Toa of Earth. Whenua promptly tripped over 
it and hit the ground. 

Onewa had been watching the whole exercise from his seat on the stone floor. Now he burst out 
laughing. “Soon you’ll be ready for a game of pin the tail on the ash bear, record-keeper.” 

On the other side of the room, Nuju had spent the last hours transferring stones from one large 
pile to another. It was exhausting work, made all the more so by the fact that he could not see the point 
of it. How was hauling rocks going to make him a better Toa? 

“| could toil at this task forever and still learn nothing for the future,” the Toa of Ice complained. 

The Turaga shook his head. “You could learn that building the most noble tower begins with the 
placement of a single stone.” 

Onewa chuckled. “Build a tower? A thinker would never lay hands on stone. They’re too busy 
with their heads in the stars.” 

The Turaga turned to Onewa, smiling. “A Toa’s duty is to all Matoran, regardless of metru. So 
you shall help both your brothers.” 

Onewa’s smile faded, replaced with a dark scowl. The Turaga extended his hands to the Toa of 
Stone. In one, he held a rock; in the other a blindfold. 


Dawn was breaking over Po-Metru. As the twin suns shed their light on the canyons, Matau, Nokama, and 
Vakama lay flat on a ridge, surveying the territory. For Toa used to the crowds and tall buildings of their 
metru, this place was unsettling. Barren, largely uninhabited, its most striking feature was the way echoes 
emanated from the canyon. It made it seem as if a thousand voices were speaking at once, in tones too 
low to hear. 

The Kikanalo elder grunted. Nokama translated, “The place of unending whispers.” 


174 


Down below, twenty Vahki Zadakh from Po-Metru guarded ап entrance to Onu-Metru. Powerful 
and aggressive, they would not shrink from a fight with a thousand Toa, let alone three. Worse, one bolt 
from their tools and a victim became so suggestible that he or she would accept orders from anyone. 
Anyone who got stunned by a Zadakh could be made to turn on friends in an instant. 

“Too many to rush,” said Nokama. 

“| have a plan. Perhaps we could...” Vakama began. 


Onewa was having an even harder time moving blindfolded than Whenua. Po-Metru carvers relied on 
their vision and were used to laboring in the bright light of the suns. Darkness was a new world for him, 
and not one he particularly liked. 

He turned in the wrong direction and slammed right into Whenua. The Toa of Earth ripped off 
his blindfold and turned on this Turaga. 

“That was a complete waste of time!” Whenua shouted. 

“Without self discovery, you will never find your destiny,” the Turaga replied calmly. “It is every 
Toa’s duty to the Great Spirit.” 

“This whole thing was a load of ‘duty,’ if you ask me,” muttered Whenua. 

Onewa stripped off his blindfold. Strangely, he did not seem angry or upset about having to 
participate in the exercise. “Sit down, Whenua,” he said. 

The Toa of Earth whirled to face him. “Taking orders from a Turaga was one thing, but from an 
overgrown hammer-swinger?” 

For a moment, the two Toa’s eyes were locked on each other. Then Onewa’s mask began to 
glow. Whenua’s eyes were glowing now as well, mirroring the look of the Mask of Power. Whenua tried 
to take a step forward and found that his feet would not move. A second later, he sat down, hard, on the 
floor, like a puppet whose strings had been cut. 

“That’s it,” he seethed. “You’re history, builder, even if | don’t know how you did that!” 

Whenua struggled to rise, arms reaching out to grab hold of Onewa. Nuju frowned at the 
spectacle of Toa fighting among themselves and snapped, “Stop! Now!” 

Now the Toa of Ice’s mask was glowing as well. Suddenly, great stones tore loose from one wall 
of the prison cell. The rocks flew rapidly across the room to form a wall between Onewa and Whenua. 
Moreover, they had left a sizable gap in the wall, perfect as an escape route. 

All three Toa stood there, stunned by the turn of events. Then Nuju and Onewa both spoke at 
once, saying, “Your mask is glowing — your mask power!” 

The Turaga simply gestured to the newly made hole in the wall. “І believe the time has come to 
leave,” he said. 


Vahki were rarely, if ever, surprised by anything. After years of tracking down and subduing Rahi of all 
sorts, the order enforcement squads were experienced at handling almost any situation. Add to that foiling 
the ingenious attempts by some Matoran to try and take unscheduled vacations from work - one Ta- 
Matoran, Takua, practically rated an entire Nuurakh squad to himself — and Vahki could safely be said to 
have seen it all. 

But even their visual receptors widened at the sight of Nokama emerging from the hills riding a 
Kikanalo. Vahki were trained to track, apprehend, and pacify. They were not accustomed to their targets 
coming to them. 

Still, they wasted no time in responding to the Toa Metru’s apparent insanity. One squad of 
Zadakh, stun staffs at the ready, broke off and pursued her. Even as they departed, a second squad spotted 
Matau on his beast and immediately gave chase. Despite the Zadakh’s speed, the Kikanalo’s knowledge of 
the terrain and greater agility allowed him to outdistance the pursuers. 

Then came yet another shock for the Vahki. Instead of continuing to run, Matau and his mount 
suddenly pivoted, reversed course, and charged. “Aha! Toa never quick-flee!” shouted the Toa of Air. 
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The Майк! responded with blasts from their stun staffs but the fast-moving Kikanalo leaped over 
and around the energy bolts. Nor did he show any signs of stopping as he plowed into the Vahki squad, 
his powerful legs slamming into the enforcers and sending them flying. 

Matau smiled broadly as he saw the Vahki falling before his charge. He stood up on the back of 
the Kikanalo, saying, “Hey, Kikanalo, who’s your mas—” 

The Rahi looked up at him and gave a warning snort. Matau decided “master” probably wasn’t the 
best term to use with a beast that could scatter Vahki like proto dust іп a wind-storm. “І meant who’s 
your partner?” he said, quickly sitting back down. 

Vakama had left his Kikanalo behind and approached the area on foot. He had hoped Nokama and 
Matau would have distracted all the Vahki from the entrance, but instead he rounded a corner to find 
three enforcers waiting for him. Their stun staffs blazed away. Vakama loaded and launched disk after disk, 
blocking each bolt as it came near. Still, he knew he would run out of Kanoka disks long before the Vahki 
ran out of power. 

Rescue came from above. The elder Kikanalo leaped and landed in between the Toa of Fire and 
the Vahki. Glaring at the enforcers, he let out a long, low cry. Other Kikanalo emerged from the rocks 
and joined in the strange sound. It grew louder and louder as more of the Rahi added their voices to the 
chorus. For a moment, Vakama was convinced he must be going mad - the cry actually seemed to be 
reaching down into the ground and disturbing the rock. 

No, it wasn’t madness, he realized. It was really happening. The cry had created a wave in the rocky 
surface of Po-Metru, which swept quickly toward the Vahki. Іс struck like а thunderclap, hurtling the 
enforcers out of sight. 

High оп a ridge, Nokama was facing her own problems. She and her Kikanalo had backed up all 
the way to the edge of a cliff. The Vahki squad was pressing hard. The Toa of Water’s hydro blades flashed 
in the sunlight as she deflected their stun blasts. If the enforcers were frustrated by this, they gave no sign, 
instead continuing to march forward. 

Nokama didn’t need to look back. She knew that one more step by the Kikanalo would send them 
both plunging to their doom. She hoped the Great Spirit had seen to it that Vakama and Matau had been 
more successful. 

The Toa of Water braced herself. The Vahki charged. 

A split second later, a squad of Vahki were hanging on for their lives from the edge of the cliff. 
They had moved forward at full speed to capture a Toa, but when they got there, the Kikanalo jumped 
high into the air and out of their reach. Unable to stop themselves, the Vahki ran right off the cliff. The 
Kikanalo returned to earth with a thud. 

Тһе Vahki won't fall for that trick twice. They never do. And they won’t give up, either, Nokama thought 
as she rode down from the ridge. І hope the Kikanalo realize the kind of enemies they have made this day. 


Krekka and Nidhiki had arrived in time to see Matau’s strategy bring down a Vahki squad. Krekka was still 
furious at the Kikanalo over the incident in the assemblers’ village and wanted to bring the Rahi down. 
Nidhiki had to explain to him, more than once, that their job was to capture Toa, not dumb beasts. 

The insectlike Dark Hunter pointed down to where Matau stood alone on the rocky plain. “Circle 
right,” he ordered. Krekka nodded and moved off as Nidhiki headed to the left. 

With some difficulty, Krekka made his way down into the box canyon. He didn’t understand why 
it was necessary to sneak up on the little green Toa — better to just charge in and tackle him. Yeah, he said 
to himself. That’s the thing to do. ГІІ drag him back to Nidhiki by his mask. 

Matau had wandered behind some rocks. Krekka smiled and charged, already imagining how the 
Toa would beg for mercy. But when he reached the boulders, it wasn’t Matau who was waiting there, but 
Krekka’s partner. 

“Nidhiki?” Krekka asked, mystified. “Where'd the Toa го?” 

“You must’ve let him slip past,” snapped the other Dark Hunter. “Circle the other way back.” 
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Krekka turned and left. He couldn’t for the Ше of him figure out how Matau could have gone 
behind those rocks and then disappeared. He would have been even more puzzled if he had looked over 
his shoulder and seen a second Nidhiki approaching in the distance. 

When that Nidhiki reached the rocks, it was to see what appeared to be Krekka standing around 
doing nothing. “Where is the Toa?” Nidhiki demanded. 

Krekka shrugged. 

“You let him get by you?” 

“Maybe he got by you,” rumbled Krekka. 

Nidhiki turned away, muttering something about Dark Hunters who weren’t bright enough to 
come in out of a rockslide. Once he was gone, the “КгеККа” he had been speaking to morphed into Matau, 
his mask glowing with Toa power. 

“Shapeshifting!” said the Toa of Air. “Some mask powers are worth waiting for!” 

Matau mounted his Kikanalo and rode out of the canyon. 


Krekka and Nidhiki spotted each other across the canyon. Both began shouting at once. 

“Where’s the Toa?” 

“How should | know?” 

“You told me to go the other way!” 

“| told you to go that way!” 

The canyon turned their voices into more of the “unending whispers” for which it was famous, 
the echoes of their argument carrying a long way. 


The sounds reached the audio receptors of the last remaining Zadakh, but they were too busy to pay any 
attention. Snarling Kikanalo surrounded the squad, moving inexorably forward and kicking up a huge cloud 
of dust in the process. For a long moment, nothing was visible through the dust and the air was filled with 
Kikanalo snorts. When the cloud finally cleared away, the Vahki lay heaped in a pile. 

Nokama and Vakama rode past them. Vakama was still tinkering with the Mask of Power he had 
created from the Great Disks. They were joined a moment later by Matau. 

The elder Kikanalo grunted at Nokama. The Toa of Water dismounted and turned to her fellow 
Toa. “The chief said not bad... for flat-walkers. They will cover our herd tracks.” Then she expressed her 
thanks to the elder in the language of the Kikanalo. 

“Toa Lhikan will be forever in your debt,” Vakama said to the elder beast. 

Matau had dismounted as well and moved to say good-bye to his Kikanalo. The Rahi acted first, 
giving the Toa а big, sloppy lick on his mask. “Аггер!” Matau yelled, backing away. 

With the Vahki defeated or driven off, it was now safe to enter the cave. Vakama put his project 
away and joined the other two as they entered the darkness of the cave. Behind them, the Kikanalo herd 
used their powerful legs to start a rockslide that sealed the cavern shut. Satisfied that they had blocked 
any pursuit of the Toa, the herd moved off. 

None of the beasts chanced to look up in the sky. If they had, they would have seen the form of 
a lone Rahi hawk circling above the canyon. After a few more moments, Nivawk wheeled and soared 
toward the center of the city, carrying precious information for Turaga Dume. 
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Onewa, Whenua, Nuju, and their Turaga friend peered cautiously out of the opening in their cell 
wall. Their cell was inside a huge underground cavern, resting on an island of its own in the middle of a 
sea of sand. Stranger still, the cavern was empty — no patrols, no slobbering Rahi ready to hunt down 
escapees, no one. 

“Why aren’t there Vahki guards?” asked Onewa. The silence unnerved him. Somehow, the Toa 
of Stone felt they were in worse danger now than when they had been locked up. 

The Turaga did not make him feel any better. “Perhaps none are needed,” the wise one said, a 
hint of warning in his voice. 

Still, an escape is not an escape if one never leaves the cell. The four allies slipped through the gap 
and began trudging across the sand dunes. It was tough going for the Toa Metru, for their added weight 
caused their feet to sink deep in the sand. 

They had been journeying only a short time when they saw the sand up ahead begin to move. 
What began as a subtle shifting of sand grains rapidly evolved into a huge dune coming right for them, 
accompanied by a monstrous groan. 

“Now І know why!” said Nuju, as he and the others fled. But there was no way to run far enough 
or fast enough to outrace what was chasing them. 

Behind the Toa, a massive form broke through the sand. The huge, horned, wormlike beast was 
known as atroller, and it was one of the most feared creatures in Po-Metru. It lived far beneath the sands, 
emerging only now and then to feed. No Po-Matoran had ever stayed in the vicinity of a troller long 
enough to find out just what it ate. But its gaping mouth was large enough to swallow an entire block іп а 
metru. 

Onewa felt the hot, fetid breath of the troller on his back. He turned to see its jaws about to 
close on him. Unbidden, his Mask of Power glowed once more. 


High above the Coliseum, Nivawk circled once, twice, three times before swooping down. The Rahi hawk 
alighted on his perch in the sundial chamber. 

“What news, Nivawk?” asked Turaga Dume. 

The great bird screeched and squawked, speaking in a language Dume had mastered ages ago. He 
reported that Vakama, Matau, and Nokama had defeated the Vahki guards and were even now making 
their way into the prison cave. 

Turaga Dume moved to the darkest corner of the room. A pair of red eyes stared at him from 
the shadows. “This mask has been useful,” said Dume. “Now for its final task.” 

Dume took a step forward into the darkness. Nothing blocked his way, for there was no one else 
in the chamber. Only a shadowed mirror from which Dume’s true face reflected back at him. Dume 
reached up and peeled off his Kanohi Mask of Power, to reveal another underneath — a twisted, blackened 
Mask of Shadows. 
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The guise of Metru Nui’s Turaga had been cast aside, simply another mask to be removed. Іп his 
place stood an entity of darkness and destruction, and now the ultimate power in the city of legends. 
“No one must alter our destiny,” rumbled the dark figure. 


The face of Turaga Dume appeared on kinetic displays all over the city. Matoran paused in their work to 
pay attention to what their elder had to say. 
“Matoran of Metru Nui,” the Turaga began. “You are required to gather at the Coliseum.” 


The troller slowly made its way to the rocky “coast” of the sea of sand. It swerved neither left nor right, 
even when small Rahi ran across its path. With a mighty heave, the beast beached itself and then opened 
its mouth as if in a yawn. 

Three Toa and a Turaga emerged from the maw of the monster, gasping for air. Whenua turned 
to Onewa, saying, “Good job, brother. But next time, mind control something with better breath.” 

A tunnel led from the sand pit to a destination none of them could guess. But if they wanted to 
escape before any Vahki patrols came to investigate, they had no other choice. They would have to take 
their chances in the darkness. 

At least we don’t have to go in there without our tools, thought Onewa. All of their equipment was 
stacked neatly by the tunnel entrance, including a compact item that the Turaga took for himself. Onewa 
found that it felt good to have his proto pitons in his hands once more. He vowed that no one would ever 
take these symbols of his Toa power away again. 

Nuju turned from the tunnel entrance. “All that lies ahead is shadow.” 

“It has to be better than what’s behind us,” said Whenua. 

The Toa of Earth took a step into the dark tunnel. Then he stopped in surprise — the tunnel was 
suddenly bright as day! How was this possible? He didn’t see any lightstones anywhere, and he was certain 
none of the other Toa had one. 

He turned back to check. The other Toa winced as if from glare. That was when Whenua realized 
they were brightly lit too. It was his mask! His mask was glowing and lighting the way in front of him! 

“Your mask power,” said Onewa. 

“Come on,” replied Whenua, smiling. “Our future just got a whole lot brighter.” 

Together, the three Toa and the Turaga entered the tunnel. The darkness vanished before them, 
something they hoped was an omen for the days to come. 


They had been walking for some time through a strange tunnel lined with doors on either side. A faint 
sound came from around a sharp corner, something like metal scraping against stone. Whenua turned to 
his companions and signaled for them to stay put while he investigated. 

The Toa of Earth rounded the corner and ran right into a Vahki coming the other way. The glow 
from Whenua’s mask blinded the guard, giving the Toa an opening, and the two grappled. Whenua 
expected to be able to overcome a Vahki with his Toa power, but this one seemed unusually strong. 

Then the Vahki did something totally unprecedented and unexpected — it talked. “Hey! Turn out 
the bright-light!” 

Stunned, Whenua released his hold. Vahki couldn’t talk... and that voice was familiar. “Matau?!” 

The Vahki enforcer smiled — another thing no Vahki had ever done — and morphed into the form 
of the Toa of Air. “Toa Matau to you, my brother,” he said. 

Reunited, the Toa exchanged greetings and brief accounts of their adventures that brought them 
to the tunnels. Only Vakama stood off to the side, reluctant to join in the celebration. 

“Shapeshifting?” Whenua asked Matau. 

“Yeah,” said the Toa of Air. “Апа you should hear Nokama translating Kikanalo.” 

“So we've all discovered our mask powers.” No one noticed Vakama hang his head at Whenua’s 
statement. 

Nuju turned to Nokama. “How did you know we would be here?” 
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“We didn’t. We came for Тоа Lhikan.” 

Onewa shook his head. “Toa Lhikan is not here.” 

The Turaga took a step forward, saying, “Not exactly.” 

All eyes turned to his small form as he removed his cloak. For the first time, the others saw that 
he wore the same mask as Lhikan. In that moment, they knew — despite his reduced stature and power, 
this was — 

“Toa Lhikan?!” Vakama said, shocked. 

The Turaga smiled. “No, you are Toa. | am Turaga Lhikan.” 

“Why didn’t you tell us who you were?” asked Whenua. 

“Your task was to discover who you are,” replied Turaga Lhikan. “Only with such knowledge 
would your powers reveal themselves.” 

“Fast-stop!” said Matau. “Where did —?” 

“My power go?” Lhikan finished for him. “It lives on, in all of you.” 

Vakama turned away, but Lhikan spoke directly to the Toa of Fire. “Tell me, the heart of Metru 
Nui, you have it safe?” 

“Well... we’re rescuing you now,” Vakama answered, sounding a little confused by the question. 

Lhikan sighed. “You are misguided, Toa Vakama. | am not Metru Nui’s heart. The Matoran are. 
We must save them before it’s too late.” 

Nokama turned to the Toa of Fire. “Vakama?” 

“| have failed you again,” Vakama said to Lhikan. Seeing the concern in Nokama’s face, he snapped, 
“| told you | am а cross-wired freak, chasing his dreams, wasting everyone’s time! I’m not a Toa! I’m not 
even a good mask-maker.” 

Further discussion was cut off by the sound of marching feet in the tunnels. It didn’t take the 
wisdom of a Turaga to figure out what they belonged to. 

“Маркі!” said Matau. “Run now, talk later!” 

The group took off down a side corridor, Vakama bringing up the rear. They passed a number of 
huge doors, of the sort normally seen in the Archives. No one could imagine what purpose they would 
serve in Po-Metru. 

Nokama paused to wait for Vakama to catch up. Lhikan shook his head and gestured for her to 
continue with the others. 

“We cannot help Vakama,” he said. “He needs to see the dignity in his own reflection. Only then 
will his destiny reveal itself.” 

Behind them, Vakama stopped short. His eyes had spotted something the other Toa had missed, 
something disturbingly familiar. Іс was a silver sphere, just like the ones he had seen іп the Vahki transport. 

Vakama wiped away the dust and opened the sphere. The hatch rose with a hydraulic hiss, to 
reveal... 

“Turaga Dume?” Vakama said, shaken to the core of his being. But there was no escaping it — 
there was the Turaga, minus his mask, sleeping inside the vessel. In his heart, Vakama knew this was no 
ordinary sleep and Dume would not be roused with a shake. 

Lhikan looked over his shoulder at Vakama. “The true Turaga Dume. As | feared, an impostor is 
posing as a mask we all trust.” 

The world spun around Vakama. He knew the Turaga had been behaving oddly, but he never 
suspected... Another vision assailed his senses. Hundreds of silver spheres... sinister red eyes... 
whispered words that spoke of evils yet to come. 

The other Toa had turned back at the news. “If this is Turaga Dume...” said Onewa. 

“You don’t want to know who is in control of Metru Nui,” Vakama replied. 

The sounds of Vahki on the march came from another corridor. The Toa Metru were about to 
be trapped between two order enforcement squads. Whenua looked around desperately, finally spotting 
their only avenue of escape. 


“Іп here!” he yelled, pulling open one of the massive doors. The Тоа and Turaga І пікап rushed 
inside a split second before the Vahki reached the spot. Whenua slammed the door behind them. 
Frustrated, the Vahki pounded on it. The door rapidly began to give way before their might. 

The Toa examined their surroundings. They were in a Po-Metru storage facility littered with tools, 
half-finished carvings, and one potential ticket to freedom. Matau was the first to spot it. 

“A Vahki transport!” he shouted. 

Although based on the same design as the one in which he, Nokama, and Vakama had hitched a 
ride before, this transport was even larger. Its insectoid legs looked as if they had not moved in an age, 
and certainly the thick coating of dust made it seem long unused. But Matau knew these vehicles well. Like 
the Vahki they carried, they never wore out. 

He took a step toward the transport, but stopped dead at a hissing sound. It came from the 
darkest corner of the room. The Toa Metru were not alone, and they had the worst possible company. 

“Lohrak!” shouted Turaga Lhikan, as the hideous, winged serpents flew from the shadows. Their 
huge, powerful mouths were filled with row upon row of needlelike teeth, which gleamed in the light. 

Lohrak were known, and feared, throughout Metru Nui. First discovered by Onu-Metru miners 
years ago, the creatures had spread all over the city. They were as territorial and aggressive as they were 
slimy and disgusting. Dwellers in darkness, they had proved to be a particular problem for archivists and 
maintenance workers. But every metru had Matoran who could share a frightening story of a Lohrak 
encounter. 

Workers who wandered off the job to go exploring were warned that Lohrak might lurk 
anywhere. For a time, the creatures were even pronounced a protected species by Turaga Dume, in hopes 
of stopping digging projects that might unearth more of the monsters. 

At the moment, though, it was the Toa who needed protection. The first Lohrak lunged at 
Whenua, who dove out of the way. Others had wrapped themselves around Turaga Lhikan and Toa 
Nokama’s hydro blades. Nuju struggled with his crystal spikes to pry two more of the beasts off his legs. 

It was chaos. The Lohrak swooped and dove as the Toa desperately tried to dodge and regroup. 
Meanwhile, the Vahki continued trying to break down the door. Vakama, Matau, and Nuju finally managed 
to join together to form a united defense, but then all three were blinded by the radiance of Whenua’s 
mask. 

“Onewa, mind-control these things!” shouted the Toa of Earth. 

Onewa concentrated, his mask beginning to glow. But the power of the Kanohi did not slow down 
the Lohrak’s attack. “There are too many!” he said. 

“Then do something else,” said Whenua. “Some Toa we turned out to be.” 

“Someone must take charge,” said Lhikan. 

The words cut through the doubts that Vakama carried with him. Lhikan was right. If one of them 
did not take command, their struggle was going to end here in this dusty storage room. There would be 
no one to warn the Matoran, to stop Dume, or to bring Nidhiki and Krekka to justice. 

Г have been all wrong, he said to himself. A Toa is not someone who has no fear — but someone who 
masters their fear. Toa can doubt, and worry, and question, just like a Matoran. But in the end, a Toa must act. 

“You found your mask powers!” he shouted to the other Toa. “Now remember your elemental 
powers!” 

It was a desperate gamble and he knew it. The Toa had used up most of their elemental powers 
in the quest to find the Great Disks. None of them knew for sure how long it would take the powers to 
recharge. What if they had not come back yet? 

Only one way to know-learn, thought Matau. Shouting “Wind,” he raised his aero slicers, unleashing 
a blast of wind just strong enough to blow the Lohrak off himself, Nokama, Lhikan, Vakama, and Whenua. 

Nokama followed his lead. Using her hydro blades, she hurled a blast of water at Nuju and Onewa, 
scattering the Lohrak that besieged them. “Water!” she cried triumphantly. 

“We need to trap them,” said Vakama. 


Whenua and Onewa went to work. Using his earthshock drills, Whenua channeled his elemental 
power into the wall. His seismic forces cracked the stone, creating a gap almost big enough to hold the 
Lohrak. Onewa used his proto pitons to enlarge the opening and smooth the stone. 

Vakama’s elemental powers had not yet returned in force, but his mask-making tool was able to 
create enough heat and flame to drive the creatures into the gap. Once they were inside, Nuju sealed it 
shut with a layer of transparent ice. Behind the ice, the trapped Lohrak snapped their jaws angrily. 

“We have our unity,” said Vakama. “Now let’s do our duty.” 

Behind him, the door began to crack under the relentless pounding of the Vahki. They would be 
through in a matter of seconds, and all hope of escape would be lost. More likely, the Toa Metru would 
wind up docile servants of order, happily laboring under the watchful eye of the Turaga Dume impostor. 

The Toa climbed into the Vahki transport. As Matau had expected, getting it started was not 
difficult. But there was one other problem... 

“Our only exit is blocked,” said Whenua. He was right — the Toa had angry Vahki behind them, 
and a solid wall in front. 

“Then we'll make our own,” Yakama replied, new confidence in his voice. “Соте on, destiny 
awaits.” 

“What about Turaga Dume?” asked Onewa. 

“Нелі be safe until we return,” said Vakama. “Now go!” 

The Vahki transport shot forward. Whenua stood on the hood, his earthshock drills revved up. 
The vehicle accelerated rapidly and the Toa watched as the solid stone wall came closer and closer. 
Whenua leaned forward a little, bracing for the moment his drills would strike stone. 

Impact! The Toa of Earth’s tools bore through the rock with ease, digging an exit tunnel for the 
transport. Just as they exited the chamber, the door gave way and the Vahki poured in. They looked 
around, annoyed. Where had their quarry gone? Their orders were very specific: apprehend and pacify. 
But these Toa were proving hard to catch. 

At the controls, Matau eased the vehicle upward as Whenua continued to dig. Soon they were 
riding up a gentle ramp, headed for the surface and freedom. 

Matau turned to Nokama, smiling. “І see us taking a romantic ride-drive.” 

“And you believe Vakama has odd visions?” Nokama shot back. 
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The Vahki transport exploded out of the ground. Matau had been worried about the possibility 
of injuring Matoran when the vehicle hit the surface. Now he saw he need not have worried, because 
there were no Matoran in sight. 

Anywhere. 

For the first time, the Toa of Air wondered if they were going to be too late. They would go 
down in legend as the heroes who took too long to come to the rescue. Then again, if they weren’t on 
time, there might not be anyone left to write the legends. He leaned on the throttle and rocketed the 
transport to the heart of the city. 


Up front, Whenua collapsed, exhausted. He had never felt such complete and utter fatigue in his whole 
life, but it was a good feeling. Іс meant he had done his job and come through when the Toa needed him 
most. Maybe he could do this job, after all. 

Onewa leaned forward. “Hey, glow-head.” 

Whenua turned to look at him, bracing for another one of Onewa’s insults. But instead the Toa 
of Stone held out a hand and said, “Well done, my brother.” 

Both Toa smiled and clanked their fists together. 


Further back, Vakama was absorbed in mask-making once again. He couldn’t explain why, but he had a 
strong feeling this mask he was making was going to be vital to saving the city. 

If it can be saved, he thought. Whoever is posing as Dume has Nidhiki, Krekka, and the Vahki on his 
side. Plus the Matoran believe him to be the city’s elder and will follow his orders. | only hope they are not the last 
orders they ever follow. 


Matoran streamed into the Coliseum from all over the city, under the watchful optical sensors of the 
Vahki. Most looked confused, some looked worried, but a few were simply happy for a break from work. 
All of them had come in response to Turaga Dume’s call. They had no idea what had prompted the city- 
wide alert, but they were sure it was nothing that Dume could not handle. After all, he was the Turaga, 
wasn’t he? 


The false Turaga Dume watched the unsuspecting Matoran file in. They were so innocent. They would 
never be able to handle the changes that were coming. Better that they should be sheltered from it all, 
until such time as he decided they could resume their lives again. 

He turned to look at the massive sundial. The shadows of the twin suns had begun to partially 
overlap. Smiling, he glanced at a Kanohi Mask of Power that hung on the wall, the symbol of the Great 
Spirit Mata Nui. 

“Ah, twilight,” he whispered. “The dawn of shadows.” 


183 


E 
а! 
С 


z 


The Vahki transport sped through the streets of Metru Nui. None of the Тоа Metru said а word as they 
traveled. They were all taking in the spectacle of a completely empty city. The streets, workplaces, and 
chutes were all deserted, almost as if no one had ever lived there. It was awe-inspiring and more than a 
little frightening. 

On screens all over the city, the image of Turaga Dume hung like a shadow. He repeated the same 
words, over and over: “Matoran of Metru Nui are required to gather at the Great Coliseum for an 
important announcement.” 

Vakama turned to Turaga Lhikan. “Turaga, you said | must ‘stop the darkness.’ But sunsfall isn’t 
for —” 

“Just because the suns hang above us now does not mean that they will always burn bright,” Lhikan 
replied. 

Nuju and Whenua looked skywards to see the two suns arc toward each other. “Of course,” said 
the Toa of Earth. “The legend of eternal shadow.” 

“When the light of the Great Spirit will be lost,” said Nuju. 

Nokama understood now, and it was worse than she could ever have imagined. “We don’t have 
much time!” she cried, not realizing that time had already run out. 


Matoran sat expectantly in their seats, engaging in nervous conversation with each other. Then the huge 
Coliseum screen flared to life and the mask of Turaga Dume looked down upon them. 

“Matoran, rejoice, for today will be a momentous climax to your history,” he said, in a benevolent 
tone. 

The Matoran looked at each other, puzzled. Their confusion grew as Vahki transports pulled into 
the arena, carrying scores of shiny silver capsules. 


Matau steered the transport sharply around a corner and poured on the speed. The Coliseum was just 
up ahead, its entrance guarded Бу Vahki enforcers. “Grip-tight!” shouted the Toa of Air. 

The Vahki realized too late that the vehicle was not going to stop. Startled, they dove aside as the 
transport smashed through the Coliseum gates. Debris flew everywhere. Matau fought to maintain control 
as the vehicle skidded across the arena floor. 

Come on, he said to himself. You are a Toa-hero! You are a Le-Metru star! You can stop one quick-fast 
Vahki cart! 

He yanked back on the controls and the rear of the vehicle whipped to the right before finally 
sliding to a stop. But if Matau expected applause from the audience of Matoran, he was sadly mistaken. 
There were no Matoran in the Coliseum... none that were conscious, anyway. Shocked, the Toa Metru 
saw the Vahki closing the last of the capsules, which now contained the population of Metru Nui. 

The Toa of Air shook his head. This could not be right. There were nowhere near enough capsules 
here to hold all of the Matoran. Where were the rest of them? 

A voice came from the giant screen, but it was not the voice of Turaga Dume. It was a dark sound 
that sent chills through the Toa. It was the sound of shadow and fear, decay and rot, a corruption beyond 
anything the Toa could imagine. It was the growls of wild Rahi in the night, the hiss of angry Rahkshi, and 
the thunder that shook the ground, all entwined together in one terrible noise. 

“Too late, Toa,” the false Turaga said. “The shadow has arrived.” 

The Toa Metru looked up at the screen. “Turaga Dume” slowly reached up and removed his 
mask, revealing a pair of blazing red eyes and a face all too well-known to the heroes. Even in the shape 
of a Turaga, there was no denying the raw power that radiated from the figure. Once he had been a being 
trusted and respected by all, but now... now he was a stranger from the shadows. 

Turaga Lhikan was the first to find his voice. “Makuta,” he said, stunned. “You were sworn to 
protect the Matoran!” 

“| shall,” said Makuta. “And when they awake, I will be their Great Spirit.” 
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Vakama could not believe what he was hearing. Не knew there was a plot against the Matoran, he 
knew that “Dume” was an impostor, but he had never dreamed of something so monstrous. How could 
Makuta — how could anyone - be so twisted and evil that he would try to take the place of the Great 
Spirit, Mata Nui? 

“Deceit and self-interest will never be virtues the Matoran honor,” the Toa of Fire spat. 

A rumble began to grow, slowly at first, then faster, so loud it was deafening. Yet Makuta’s voice 
could be clearly heard through the din, heavy with triumph. “How very bold. Now embrace the nightfall. 
Even the Great Spirit will soon sleep.” 

The Toa and Turaga lifted fearful eyes to the sky. A darkness passed over them, cutting off the 
light. Shadow reached down like a great hand to seize Metru Nui, engulfing the city in an all-consuming 
blackness. Midday had become midnight. 

Forked lightning bolts stabbed down from the Coliseum’s energy pylons. The ground shook 
violently as a spiderweb of cracks appeared in the walls. A great fissure appeared in the floor of the arena, 
racing toward the heroes. 

The legend of eternal shadow had come true. The end of all was near. 

Only the Vahki, heartless machines that they were, seemed unfazed by the disaster unfolding 
around them. Optical receptors aglow in the darkness, they marched toward the Toa’s vehicle. Makuta 
obviously intended that there would be no loose ends left behind. 

But worrying about their own safety was the last thing on the minds of the Toa. “We must find 
the Matoran!” yelled Vakama. “Whenua!” 

Whenua nodded and concentrated as never before. His Mask of Power glowed as brightly as a 
sun, its light piercing the ground. Suddenly he was able to see through solid matter, his vision extending 
down into a storage hold far beneath the Coliseum. Vahki enforcers were busy stacking silver cylinders 
on huge metal racks that stretched from floor to ceiling. 

“Below the Coliseum!” said Whenua. 

The Toa of Air slammed on the controls, throwing the transport into high gear. Vahki went flying 
as the Toa headed for an underground access tunnel. One Vahki managed to recover in time to leap and 
dig its tools into the rear of the transport, slowly starting to climb toward where the Toa sat. 

Nokama turned and spotted the unwelcome guest. With a quick swipe of her hydro blades, she 
sliced off that section of the transport, sending the Vahki tumbling away. 


Makuta triggered the controls that caused Dume’s box to ascend. The energy pylons bent to his will, 
sending their lightning discharges into his body. He hungrily absorbed the raw energy into himself until it 
became too much for the frail form of a Turaga to bear. 

The moment he had waited for — the moment of transformation — had arrived. 


The transport roared through the tunnel. Three Vahki leaped from above as it passed, landing on the roof 
of the vehicle. They immediately began pounding with their tools to gain access. 

Inside the cockpit, Matau flipped a lever. The transport’s legs extended, lifting the vehicle up high. 
A second later, a “low bridge” stripped the Vahki off the top and sent them tumbling to the ground. 

The transport slid to a stop in the middle of the storage facility. The Toa disembarked to view a 
horrifying sight. All around them were the silver spheres, stacked as high as the eye could see. Each one 
contained a Matoran who not so long ago had been laughing, working, playing. 

Nokama peered inside one of the spheres. The Matoran within slept an unnatural sleep, eyes dark, 
heartlight faintly pulsating. He was still alive, at least, but trapped in a slumber which, for all the Toa knew, 
was endless. 

“Can we save them all?” she asked. 

“Time is too short,” replied Vakama. “But if we save a few, we save hope for all.” 


The Toa hurriedly loaded six spheres into the transport, all the while watching for Vahki. They 
could not know what was happening up above, but in their hearts they knew Makuta would not let them 
escape without a fight. 

“Let’s get them to safety,” said Vakama. 


High above the Coliseum, Makuta now reigned supreme. His frail Turaga form had been replaced by a 
swirling vortex of dark energy. The energy pylons continued to pour bolts of lightning into his new shape, 
feeding him the power he craved. Makuta’s red eyes gleamed in the center of the shadow. 

Nivawk circled the vortex, careful not to come too close. His caution was wasted, as a black 
tendril of pure energy reached out and dragged him into the swirling mass of darkness. 


Hidden by the shadows, the Vahki transport accelerated away from the Coliseum. Matau struggled to 
keep the vehicle on the road as earth tremors rocked the city. Towers crumbled and chutes buckled and 
fell as they raced toward Ga-Metru. 

Suddenly Krekka and Nidhiki were flanking the vehicle in their flight modes. Before any of the Toa 
could react, they had morphed back into their normal shapes and leaped into the vehicle. Krekka grabbed 
Matau, fighting him for control of the transport. 

“Time for a new driver!” shouted the Dark Hunter. 

Nidhiki ignored the Toa and made straight for Lhikan, his eyes filled with hate. “Toa or Turaga, 
Lhikan, your fate shall be the same.” 

Nidhiki launched an energy web at the Turaga, only to watch, astounded, as it slowed and then 
stopped in midair. Nearby, Nuju’s mask glowed as he used his telekinetic power to halt the net. 

Now it was Onewa’s turn. He focused his power of mind control on Krekka, taking over the body 
of the Dark Hunter. Under Onewa’s direction, Krekka whirled and grabbed hold of Nidhiki. 

“Get off!” shouted Nidhiki. 

“My thoughts exactly,” Onewa muttered. With a mental shove, Krekka jumped off the speeding 
vehicle, taking his partner with him. 

Lhikan smiled and clanked his fist with Onewa. 


Nidhiki and Krekka shook their heads, trying to recover from the impact of hitting the road. Krekka had 
no idea how they had wound up there. The last thing he remembered, he was fighting the green Toa and 
winning. 

Neither one noticed the coils of dark energy approaching. Then the shadow was around them 
both, dragging them back into the Coliseum to an unknown fate. 


Matau steered the transport across the bridge leading to Ga-Metru. He tried his best to stay 
focused on the task at hand, and not pay attention to the damage being done to his beloved city. 

“| always believed all this would stand forever,” Nokama said sadly. 

“Sometimes you shouldn’t look back,” answered Whenua. “Only ahead.” 

“Ahead does not appear so great either,” said Nuju. 

The Toa looked ahead to see hundreds of Vahki standing in the middle of the bridge. Twenty 
abreast, they blocked the way from rail to rail. 

“Where to now?” said Matau. 

Vakama had gone back to tinkering with the Mask of Power he was crafting. “Our future lies 
beyond Metru Nui,” he said confidently. 

Matau nodded. He wasn’t sure what that meant, but he knew there was only one safe way to get 
off this bridge. “І sure hope you’re guided by the Great Spirit,” he growled, “because this is definitely 
cross-wired!” 

The Toa of Air threw the transport into a hard ninety degree turn and sped toward the rail. The 
Toa hung on to whatever they could, hardly able to believe what was about to happen. With a final burst 
of speed, the transport smashed through the rail and plunged into the storm-tossed waters far below. 

The Vahki gathered at the newly made gap in the rail and looked down. There were no signs of 
Toa or any wreckage of their vehicle. All that could be seen were the waves beating against the bridge 
supports as if they hoped to bring the structure crashing down. 

Then a few bubbles popped to the surface, followed by the transport itself, still intact. The six 
spheres, strapped to the vehicle, had made it buoyant enough to rise. “We saved them,” said Nokama, 
pointing at the containers that held the sleeping Matoran. “Now they saved us.” 


Nidhiki and Krekka had no idea what was happening. They had served Turaga Dume faithfully, hadn’t they? 
Even when it turned out it was not Dume at all, they had obeyed his orders without question. Why, then, 
were they now being drawn into the heart of a vortex of darkness? 

“It is time you made good on your promises, my captains,” Makuta said as the two vanished into 
the pulsating shadow. “For this is your eternal duty.” 


With its insectoid legs acting as oars, the Vahki transport moved through the silver sea. Up ahead lay the 
Great Barrier, a cliff so high it vanished into the sky and so wide it encompassed the entire horizon. 
Vakama was paying no attention to the barrier though. His mind was lost in another vision... 
Bright light. Then darkness, the same kind of darkness that now shrouded all of Metru Nui. He looked 
around, uncertain, wondering how he would ever escape. Then a sliver of illumination appeared, like a crack in the 
shadows. It beckoned him to go forward, for on the other side was a place of safety... 


187 


Vakama’s eyes snapped open. He wasn’t certain just what the vision meant, not yet, but he did 
know it was a sign of hope. That same instinct told him the Mask of Power he had been creating would 
play some part in all this, so he went back to work on it. 

Matau looked on, disapprovingly. In the middle of this crisis, Vakama was still playing mask-maker? 
“It is time you realized you are a Toa,” he said. 

“Time? Of course!” said Vakama. “More time! That is what the false Turaga wanted!” Now һе 
worked even more frantically on his mask. It was almost finished, and if he was right about what it could 
do – 

Vakama’s thoughts were interrupted by another violent tremor. But this one was not caused by 
thunder in the ground. No, this came from the impact of a winged figure landing hard on a rocky 
outcropping of the Great Barrier. 

The Toa stared in wonder, in awe, in fear. This was unmistakably Makuta, but not Makuta as they 
had ever known him. This was a colossus in dark, infected armor, with the mighty wings of Nivawk, 
radiating the power of shadow. Worse, the Toa Metru could see that the tools of Nidhiki and Krekka 
were a part of his new form as well. 

No wonder they stopped chasing us, thought Nuju grimly. 

Makuta looked down upon the Toa. Over the crashing of the waves and the howling wind, he 
snarled, “Your journey must end.” 

“By the will of the Great Spirit, it has just begun!” roared Vakama. 

“Then conquer the real sea of protodermis!” said Makuta. 

With a wave of his arm, great pillars of crystalline protodermis rose from the sea, forming a 
dangerous obstacle course. Matau struggled with the controls as he steered the craft around them, but 
the Vahki transport was not designed for complicated maneuvers at sea. 

Vakama pointed up ahead. There was a narrow gap in the Great Barrier through which light shone, 
just like the image he had seen in his vision. “Keep to the light, Matau. The future is in your care,” he 
commanded. Then he turned to the Toa of Ice and said, “Get me as close to him as you can.” 

The Toa of Ice nodded as his mask began to glow. His telekinetic power reached out and lifted 
Vakama into the air, sending him hurtling up toward where Makuta waited. 

Down below the Toa fought on. Onewa jumped from the craft to smash one pillar to fragments 
with his proto pitons. But two more rose up dead ahead, so close their spikes ground together. The 
transport was on course to smash into them. 

“We need to quick-turn!” said Matau. 

Nokama slung her hydro blade and dug it into the side of a pillar. Then she hung on with all her 
strength as Matau threw the transport into a sharp turn, narrowly avoiding the barrier up ahead. But 
victory had not been won - another pillar rose up abruptly, crashing into the transport and sending the 
silver spheres flying into the sea. 

Nokama spotted them floating toward certain destruction. “The Matoran!” 

Nuju saw them as well, and it broke his concentration just enough to send Vakama plunging into 
the sea. But the Toa of Fire was not ready to give up. He dragged himself from the water and scaled the 
cliffside to face Makuta. 

The two circled each other warily. Vakama reached into his pack and produced the completed 
Mask of Power he had fashioned from the Great Kanoka disks. 

“The Mask of Time,” breathed Makuta. Then the master of shadows smiled. “You are a great 
mask-maker, Vakama. You could have many destinies.” 

Vakama hesitated. Makuta, sensing his doubt, moved in closer. “Fire and shadow are a mighty 
combination. Come join my brothers and І, Vakama.” 

The Toa of Fire smiled. “І desire but one noble destiny,” he said, placing the Mask of Time over 
his own Kanohi mask. “More than any power you can offer me.” 

“Then accept your doom,” thundered Makuta. He gathered his energies and sent a serpent-like 
stream of dark energy from his chest straight toward Vakama. 


The Mask of Time glowed. A wave of temporal force flowed from it, striking Makuta. The 
movements of the master of shadows slowed, as did his energy stream, which now hung almost motionless 
in midair. 

Stripped of Makuta’s control, the sea calmed. The five Toa down below quickly went to work 
retrieving the Matoran spheres. None of them noticed that Turaga Lhikan was missing. 

Although he wore the Mask of Time, Vakama’s control of it was imperfect. He was unable to stop 
the same temporal wave that slowed Makuta from slowing himself as well. He could feel his mind and 
body slowing down — and now there was no way to dodge the tentacle of dark energy heading for him. 

Then there was motion. Turaga Lhikan was running up to Makuta and Vakama, diving into the 
temporal wave right in front of Makuta’s dark energy. The energy bolt struck Lhikan head on, shattering 
the shield created by his own mask. Lhikan was drained of all color as the darkness took hold. The 
disruption of the wave broke its power, and sent Vakama’s Mask of Time flying into the sea. 

Vakama knelt over the dying Turaga, saying, “That was meant for me.” 

“No,” Lhikan responded weakly. He gestured toward the Great Barrier. “This is my lifetime’s 
journey. Yours lies beyond.” 

Vakama struggled with the feeling of grief that threatened to overpower him. He leaned in close 
to hear Turaga Lhikan’s whispered words. 

“Trust your visions,” the Turaga said. “І ат proud to... have called you brother... Toa Vakama.” 

With that, Lhikan’s eyes went dark and his heartlight ceased to flash. Broken-hearted, Vakama 
removed the Turaga’s mask, even as the shadow of Makuta fell upon him once more. 

“Fool!” snapped Makuta. “Without the Mask of Time, it will take a lifetime to achieve what destiny 
demands. But your lifetime will be brief.” 

Makuta launched another tendril of dark energy at Vakama, forcing the Toa to scramble for safety. 
Then Vakama’s mask suddenly began to glow, and his body faded from view. He had become invisible! 

Makuta fired more blasts wildly, but missed the Toa by a wide margin. Vakama hurled a rock, 
sparking another blast from Makuta at the point where it landed. Then the master of shadows aimed at 
the point from which the rock came, his dark energy forcing Vakama into a hollow of the cliff. 

The Toa of Fire removed his disk launcher and wedged it hard into a crevice on the cliff face. As 
soon as the launcher was separated from him, it became visible. Makuta smiled and sent a tentacle of dark 
energy to grab it. 

“You cannot hide from me, Toa!” said Makuta. 

“| don’t need to anymore,” Vakama replied. 

The shadow wrapped around the launcher and tried to pull it toward him — but Vakama had 
wedged it in too deeply. Makuta found himself struggling with the power of the Great Barrier itself. Instead 
of the launcher being drawn toward him, he was being drawn toward the Barrier. 

Vakama returned to visibility as Makuta slammed into the cliff. Dazed, but still defiant, the dark 
one snarled, “If Toa Lhikan could not defeat me alone, how can you?” 

“Because he is not alone!” The voice was Nokama’s. The six Toa stood together once more. 

The Toa raised their tools, with Vakama substituting his firestaff for his disk launcher. Their six 
elements flowed together to form a beam of pure white energy, which they hurled at Makuta, leeching his 
shadow power from him. A shell of protodermis formed around the master of shadows, sealing him in. 
With a final burst of power, the beam marked his prison with the sign of the Toa. 

The Toa broke formation and the power beam ceased. Vakama looked at Lhikan’s mask and saw 
the streak of a star reflected in it. “Look skyward!” he said. 

The Toa turned their eyes to the heavens. Lhikan’s spirit star was shooting across the darkened 
sky. As they watched, it exploded into six new stars. 

“Six spirit stars...” said Vakama. 

“The Great Spirit proclaims it!” said Nuju. “We are Toa!” 

The six heroes raised their fists and clanked them together. Their trials were far from ended, they 
knew, but they would face them as heroes of Metru Nui. 


Vakama looked down from the cliff to see that all six spheres had been retrieved and lashed once 
more to the transport. “We’ll return for the rest of the Matoran soon,” he said. “But first let us ensure 
the safety of those we have with us now.” 


Much time would pass before the Toa Metru would first set foot on the island that lay far beyond the 
Great Barrier. An even greater span of time would go by before they returned again with as many Matoran 
as they could rescue from Metru Nui. In that time, the Toa would fight many battles, make new allies and 
confront powerful new enemies. They would learn lessons about heroism and sacrifice that would never 
be forgotten. 

Now, after so very long, they at last stood on the beach. Hundreds of silver spheres littered the 
sands. The Matoran within them still slept. 

“Toa Lhikan sacrificed his power for us,” said Vakama. “Now we shall do the same for them.” 

Vakama placed his hand on one of the capsules. His mask began to glow brightly. 

“May the heart of Metru Nui live forever,” he said solemnly. 

Power flowed from him and the other Toa, spreading like a blanket of pure energy over the 
capsules. One by one, the eyes of the Matoran snapped open, their heartlights began to flash, as awareness 
returned to them. By the sacrifice of the Toa, they had been brought back to waking life. 

The heroes looked at one another. They were Toa no longer — by giving up their power to save 
others, they had become six Turaga. They watched with happiness and pride as the spheres opened and 
the Matoran emerged. 

“This is the island of Mata Nui, named in honor of the Great Spirit,” proclaimed Vakama. 

The Matoran looked around at the beach, the ocean, the trees — it was all so very new to them. 
One Matoran, Takua, ran up to Vakama and directed his attention to another. It was a Ta-Matoran named 
Jala whose mask had been badly damaged in the transport. 

Vakama looked at Turaga Lhikan’s mask. Then, smiling, he removed Jala’s damaged Kanohi mask 
and replaced it with Lhikan’s. Rejuvenated, Jala rose to join his friends. A Ga-Matoran named Hahli rushed 
to embrace him and welcome him to the Matoran’s new home - the island of Mata Nui. 


Мом... 

Tahu, Тоа Nuva of Fire, was troubled. He stood, as he had for many hours, on the steep slope of 
the Mangai volcano. His eyes scanned the terrain below him, observing dozens of Matoran hard at work. 
But nowhere in the crowd did he spot the being he wished to see. 

The sun had risen and set twice since Turaga Vakama had completed his last tale. It had been an 
amazing story of how six Toa Metru had risked great danger to save the Matoran from a terrible plot. 
Despite shocking betrayal and the tragic death of a great hero, they had succeeded in helping the residents 
of Metru Nui escape from the doomed city. 

Although his tale had revealed many secrets, it had left many more mysteries unsolved. When the 
Toa Metru left the city, they carried only six Matoran with them. These six, like the rest of the city’s 
population, had been rendered unconscious by the evil Makuta and placed inside silver spheres. Yet there 
were more than six Matoran on Mata Nui — how had they made their way to the island? And what had 
happened to all the rest who had lived in Metru Nui? 

The answers remained elusive, because Turaga Vakama had vanished. No Toa or Matoran had 
seen the village elder in days. After much debate, Tahu, Gali, and Pohatu had agreed to stay on guard 
against any threat, while Takanuva, Kopaka, Onua and Lewa quietly searched the island. 

Tahu turned to see the Toa Nuva of Water approaching. “Any word?” asked Gali. 

“None, and І do not like this,” said Tahu. “Turaga Vakama is the leader of my village. | should be 
out looking for him.” 

“| understand. But of all Toa, the Matoran look to you for strength and inspiration. Seeing you 
nearby makes them feel secure. You know the others will do their very best. They will call if they need 
our aid.” 

Kopaka’s voice came from above and behind them. “I believe | have found our answer.” 

Both Toa turned to see their friend traveling to greet them via ice bridge. Along with him came 
Turaga Nokama of Ga-Koro, Turaga Nuju of Ko-Koro, and Matoro, the villager who translated Nuju’s 
peculiar language of grunts, whistles, and gestures. 

“There is no need for a search,” Nokama said. “Vakama left to spend time alone with his thoughts. 
He is safe and will return when his spirit is at peace once more.” 

“Why would he leave without telling anyone?” demanded Tahu. 

“With your heart so full of questions, Tahu, would you have let him го?” Nokama asked. “He told 
myself and the others who fought beside him on Metru Nui. Now we are telling you, and asking that you 
respect how hard it has been for Vakama to relive the past through his tales. Give him his time.” 

Nuju whistled and ran through a rapid series of hand gestures. Matoro nodded and said, “The 
Turaga says you have learned all you need to about Metru Nui. You should leave Vakama alone now.” 


Gali shook her head. She looked directly at Nokama as she said, “Мо. We will not travel to the 
city of legends with mysteries hanging like a cloud over our heads. | respect the grief Turaga Vakama must 
feel, but it is more than time that we knew all.” 

Nokama had always been known for her wisdom. She knew it was pointless to argue with Gali, 
but she had seen how tired and weak telling his tales had left Vakama. There was only one answer. 

“Very well, Toa of Water,” she said finally. “Gather your brothers and | will tell you the next 
chapter of our story.” 


That night, they assembled around a fire on the beach near Ga-Koro — seven Toa, five Turaga, Matoro, 
and Hahli, who now served as Chronicler for the Matoran. They waited in silence for Nokama to speak. 

“You must remember what had gone before,” the Turaga of Water began, her voice little more 
than a whisper. “Metru Nui had fallen, shattered by storm and earthquake. All of the Matoran had been 
cast into a deathlike sleep from which we could not awaken them. But we had managed to take six of 
them, still in their spheres, with the intent to go back for the rest in the future. 

“Matau had been able to strap the spheres to the underside of a Vahki transport vehicle, making 
it seaworthy. Now we sailed through a crack in the Great Barrier, leaving Metru Nui behind in a desperate 
search for a place of safety for all the Matoran. But where we were going, and what dangers we would 
face along the way, no one could say...” 


Nokama continues the tale... 

“| hate this,” muttered Onewa. “І really do.” 

The Toa Metru of Stone looked around. The other Toa were spread out on their makeshift boat, 
keeping an eye out for trouble. Matau was in the cockpit struggling to keep the modified Vahki transport 
on course. All of them were too busy to take notice of his complaint. 

“| said -” he began, more loudly. 

“We heard,” replied Nuju, Toa of Ice. “Other than the fact that we are sailing through a narrow 
tunnel in a vehicle not designed for travel by water, which could sink at any moment... what is bothering 
you?” 

Onewa gestured at the other Toa. “This. All of this! Our city is in danger, the Matoran are 
imprisoned... and we are running away!” 

Nuju shook his head. “Our city is shattered, Onewa, possibly beyond repair. We are doing the 
only thing we сап do - trying to find a place for the Matoran to begin again.” 

“And that’s another thing,” grumbled Onewa. “Vakama says, ‘Sail through the Great Barrier,’ and 
off we go. We don’t even know where we’re going!” 

“We are sailing to someplace far from Metru Nui, filled with new challenges and a new chance at 
Ше,” answered Nuju. “The way will be long and filled with danger. We may not all survive to walk the 
surface of that land.” 

“How do you know?” 

“The same way І know that you will not stop complaining until our voyage is over,” said Nuju. “І 
know everything.” 


Matau turned the wheel sharply to keep the transport from slamming into a rock wall. Even with the 
spheres keeping it buoyant and the insect-like legs of the vehicle acting as oars, this thing floated about as 
well as the average Po-Matoran. He had driven just about every kind of transport there was in Metru Nui, 
at one time or another, but never anything that felt like such a disaster waiting to happen. 

Still, what choice did they have? They had defeated Makuta, just barely, but not before he had 
succeeded in draining the city’s power plant of all energy. Tremors were rocking Metru Nui, bringing 
down buildings and chutes. Vahki order enforcement squads were all over, still trying to fulfill their last 
orders: Stop the Toa at all costs! Given all that, there really hadn’t been time to stop off in Ga-Metru for 
a proper boat. 

Be a Toa-hero, | said, Matau thought. See exciting new places! Quick-save others! Almost get crushed by 
a giant plant and hard-stomped by Dark Hunters! What was | thinking? 


Whenua, Toa of Earth, had not spoken a word since the boat sailed through the Great Barrier and into 
the tunnel. Ordinarily, he would have been consumed by questions. Who had made this tunnel? Where 
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did it lead? Were the lightstones that provided illumination а natural part of the rock walls, ог had 
someone embedded them there? 

Archivists were always asking why. That was part of their job. Becoming a Toa Metru had not 
dulled that part of Whenua. In fact, it was memories of his past life that weighed on him. The Archives 
were behind him now, having suffered who knew how much damage in the earthquake. Exhibits might 
have been wrecked, or worse, their contents set free. 

Having spent most of his life as an Onu-Matoran, he knew his duty was to preserve and protect 
the living museum of Metru Nui. But as a Toa Metru, he had a greater obligation now. He had to serve 
and defend all the metru, not just his home. His friends were depending on him, and the sleeping Matoran 
were as well. 

But when he turned his eyes back toward the tunnel entrance, he could not help but wish that he 
had been in the Archives when the disaster struck. That is where | belong, he said to himself. 


Vakama, too, had been quiet since the journey began. He stood at the bow of the vessel, watching for 
dangers ahead. Nokama stood beside him, looking with wonder at their surroundings. 

“Have you ever pondered who built all of this, Vakama?” she asked. “The Great Barrier, this 
tunnel... were there Matoran in the dim past who constructed these things, or did the Great Beings 
themselves create them?” 

When Vakama didn’t reply, she turned to look at him. There was a look in his eyes she had come 
to know all too well in their adventures together. No enemy could strike harder at Vakama than he struck 
at himself. 

“We did all we could,” the Toa of Water said gently. “We saved those we could save, Vakama, 
and one day we will save all the rest. Toa Lhikan would have been — was proud of you.” 

Vakama started at the mention of the Toa’s name. Lhikan had been a hero of Metru Nui when 
these six had been simple Matoran. Betrayed and ambushed, he had sacrificed his Toa power to bring six 
Toa Metru into being. As a Turaga, he had aided them in their fight against Makuta. But it was his final 
memory of Lhikan which pained him the most — the noble figure taking a bolt of darkness meant for 
Vakama and perishing. 

“You're right, of course, Nokama. But | keep thinking Lhikan would have found a way to save the 
city from this cataclysm.” 

“He did,” Nokama replied. “He found us. Remember what he said? ‘Save the heart of the city.’ He 
knew the buildings and chutes and statues were not what mattered. It’s the Matoran who gave life to 
Metru Nui, and the Matoran we must fight to save.” 

Nokama placed a hand on his arm and smiled. “Any Ga-Matoran can tell you that you cannot sail 
a boat if you are looking behind all the time. You have to look ahead.” 

“Then let’s do that,” said Vakama, “starting with this battered Vahki transport. It needs a name.” 

He picked up his mask-making tool and swiftly seared a series of Matoran letters on the side of 
the craft. When he was done, Nokama leaned over his shoulder to see what he had written. It was one 
simple word: 

Lhikan. 


The voyage of the Lhikan had followed a pretty straight and level course so far. The tunnel widened as the 
Toa traveled further along. With no turnoffs, there was no way to go astray. But all that was about to 
change. 

Matau slowed the boat to a crawl. Up ahead, the tunnel forked. Both passages looked the same 
to him: dark, creepy, and about as inviting as the thought of being stranded in a broken chute with Nuju. 

“Which way?” the Toa of Air asked no one in particular. 

Nokama looked at Vakama. He was straining, but his visions of the future did not come on 
command. They appeared at random and he wasn’t seeing anything now. “І don’t know,” he answered. 
“Рт not getting a feeling about either direction.” 
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“Тоо bad there аге по carving-signs saying, ‘This Way to Safe Spot, 
left.” 

“Why?” 

“Because we hardly ever go left,” Matau answered, already turning the craft. 

“That... that is the most ridiculous reason to choose a future path | have ever heard,” snapped 
Nuju. “The course of our mission is being decided by the Toa of Air’s desire for variety?” 

“| say left,” Matau repeated, smiling. 

The transport edged into the left passage. It was not even halfway through the tunnel mouth when 
the liquid protodermis all around began to bubble. The temperature shot up in a split second. Onewa 
glanced over the side and saw that the transport was starting to melt. He didn’t even want to think about 
what might be happening to the Matoran spheres. 

“Back up!” he shouted. “Get us out of here!” 

Up ahead, something breached the waves with a powerful roar. The Toa Metru got a glimpse of 
bright green eyes, a massive body, a mouth large enough to swallow the transport whole, and skin that 
radiated intense heat. Then the creature crashed back beneath the boiling liquid. 

“Right. | definitely say right,” Matau muttered, throwing the craft into reverse. Once it was out of 
the passage, he turned so hard he almost split the craft in two and shot into the other tunnel. 

“What was that?” asked Nuju, more stunned than he wanted to admit. 

“An illusion?” suggested Nokama. “Something to make us turn back?” 

Onewa shook his head. “Тһе damage to the transport is real. My guess is the rest was real as 


said Matau. “І say we go 


well.” 

“We'll take turns as lookout, then,” said Vakama. “If there are things like that in here, we will 
need to be on our guard.” 

Nokama signaled to Matau to stop the craft. “І am going to check on the condition of the spheres. 
If they start to leak...” 

She didn’t need to finish her thought. If the spheres leaked, the Matoran inside could drown. She 
leaped over the side and into the liquid protodermis. It was warmer than she expected, far more than the 
ocean around Metru Nui had been. It was also surprisingly clear, almost like the purified protodermis that 
flowed through Ga-Metru. 

She swam around the bottom of the transport, checking over each of the spheres. Apparently, 
they were well made, because it did not look like immersion in the boiling protodermis had done much 
harm. One of the transport’s legs had almost melted clean through and would need repairs. 

Nokama was just about to go back to the surface when her eyes caught something gleaming on 
the tunnel bottom. She dove down for a closer look. 

It was а Rahi, quite dead, but not like anything she had seen before. Long and serpentlike, its body 
measured a good 65 feet in length by her estimation. Its tail was covered in spikes that measured a good 
three feet long. Even in death, it gave off an aura of amazing strength. 

What was this creature? she thought as she swam rapidly for the transport. And more importantly — 
what would have the power to kill it? Have we escaped the dangers of Metru Nui only to find something far worse? 


Whenua turned his head slowly back and forth, his Mask of Night Vision illuminating every corner 
of the tunnel. There had been no further sign of any monstrous Rahi, but that did nothing to ease his mind. 

He knew he should share his suspicions about the two creatures, one living and one dead, 
encountered so far. But what if he was wrong? What if they were not the Rahi he remembered, and there 
was no connection to the project? Then he would not only have exposed one of the most closely guarded 
secrets in Onu-Metru, but he would have made a fool of himself in the process. 

No. If I’m wrong, then my silence does no harm, he decided. And if I’m right... | don’t even want to think 
about that. 

The transport suddenly lurched with such violence that Whenua was almost thrown over the 
side. He turned to see Matau fighting the controls and the other Toa Metru scattered like fireflyer bugs 
іп a stiff wind. 

“What in Mata Nui’s name are you trying to do?” 

“We have to go back,” Matau replied, as if it were the most obvious thing іп the world. “We 
belong back in the city, doing our jobs. Hang on tight.” 

The transport lurched again as Matau tried to force it into a U-turn in too narrow a space. Whenua 
recognized the toneless quality of the Toa of Air’s voice, as well as the undercurrent of conviction that 
he was absolutely doing the right thing. Whenua glanced up, the light from his mask playing across the 
ceiling. That’s when he saw them. 

“Vahki!” he shouted, pointing up. A squad of seven Nuurakh, the Ta-Metru order enforcers, were 
hovering just below the tunnel roof. Their Staffs of Command were deployed. One had already hit Matau 
with a blast, turning him into their obedient tool. 

Nuju fired a stream of ice at Matau. Ina flash, the Toa of Air’s arms were pinned to his sides. That 
left the transport with no driver as it spun in rapid circles. Nokama ran, flipped, and landed beside Matau 
to take over the controls. 

With no more reason to conceal themselves, the Vahki let loose with stun blasts. The Toa 
countered, Nuju using his elemental powers to create ice mirrors and reflect the energy bolts. Vakama 
tossed a spread of fireballs to give himself some cover. Then he rammed a low-powered Kanoka disk into 
his launcher and fired. 

The disk struck one of the Vahki head-on, immediately triggering the disk’s “reconstitutes at 
random” power. As Vakama hoped, it scrambled the clockwork mechanisms inside of the Vahki, sending 
the enforcer into an uncontrolled plunge beneath the waves. 

Onewa reached out with his Mask of Mind Control, but being mechanical, Vahki minds were not 
vulnerable to the mask’s energies. “Okay, we'll do it the hard way,” said the Toa of Stone. Unleashing his 
elemental powers, he caused stone spikes to erupt from underwater, pinning three Vahki to the ceiling. 

“Crude, but effective,” said Nuju. “But can you do this?” 


The Тоа of се triggered his Mask of Telekinesis, tearing a huge chunk of stone from the ceiling. 
It slammed down onto a hovering Nuurakh, sending the Vahki spinning out of control. The mechanical 
being crashed into a wall and collapsed, its works shattered. 

Matau had broken free of his icy bonds and was struggling with Nokama. Whenua lumbered over 
and grabbed the Toa of Air. “Go see your friends,” һе said, hurling Matau into the air. 

The Toa crashed into the last two Vahki, stunning them both. Nokama maneuvered the transport 
underneath Matau and Whenua easily caught him as he fell. “There. This makes up for that time in the 
maintenance tunnels when you thought І let you fall,” said the Toa of Earth. Then he turned to the other 
Toa and said, “Апу idea what we do with the junior Vahki here?” 

Onewa nodded. Then he triggered his mask power, reaching into the mind of Matau. As a crafter, 
he knew just when a hammer was needed and when a more delicate tool would get the job done. He 
carefully applied the mask-energies to drive out the Vahki’s influence. 

Matau shook his head like he had just awakened from a nap. “What happened? Why aren’t we 
moving? And, um, why is Whenua carrying me?” 

“We flipped a disk,” said Onewa, “and he lost.” 


A small figure watched the Toa sail with a mixture of curiosity and fear in his eyes. He had never seen 
these Toa before. Who were they? Why were they here? 

His expression grew grim, for he could already guess the answers to those questions. Their fight 
with the Vahki had not fooled him. These six, whoever they might be, must have been sent by the city of 
Metru Nui. And they could only have come on such a dangerous journey for one reason: to capture him. 
They might even intend harm for his friends. 

Yes, of course. After all this time, no one had forgiven or forgotten. They were hunting him and 
the others again and would keep on doing so until they were stopped. 

| just wanted to be left alone, he thought. | didn’t want to harm anyone. But they don’t understand. No... 
it’s not that they don’t... they refuse to understand! 

He turned away and slipped into a narrow crevice, beginning the long journey home. Dark 
thoughts swirled in his brain, and from them a complex plan sprang. 

І will make them understand, he vowed. If | have to send their Toa back to them, crushed and defeated, 
to do it... then so it will be. 


“Are you certain about this?” asked Nuju. 

Nokama stood at the bow of their vessel, preparing to dive into the river. She had pulled Nuju 
aside a few moments before and whispered to him her intention of scouting ahead. Now the Toa of Ice 
looked at her with concern. 

“| realize | ат the last person you would expect to call for all of us to stay together,” said Nuju. 
“But we are facing completely unknown dangers here.” 

“You’re absolutely right,” Nokama replied. After a pause, she added, “You are the last person | 
would expect to suggest that. Are you sure you’re Nuju, and not another shapeshifting Rahi?” 

Nuju didn’t crack a smile. 

Nokama shrugged. “І won’t be gone long. The others probably won’t even notice. | just wanted 
someone to know, in case...” 

“Yes,” said Nuju. “In case.” 

Without another word, Nokama dove into the water and swam away. He stared after her for a 
long time. 


Nokama plunged beneath the murky river. Although she did not have Whenua’s night vision power, her 


eyes had become used to piercing the darkness underwater. She swam slowly, looking right and left for 
any sign of danger. 
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The river teemed with little fish and some larger predators, but nothing of а size that would 
threaten a Toa. They seemed more frightened of her than anything else. She had expected more of the 
monsters that had appeared earlier, but so far this waterway seemed about as dangerous as the Archives 
aquarium. 

She surfaced to grab a breath of air. That was when she noticed the carvings in the wall of the 
tunnel. The action of the waters over time had worn them away to the point where they could not be 
read, so there was no way to be certain when they were made or why. But that still left the question — 
who had done this? Had someone else from Metru Nui made it through the Great Barrier in the past? Or 
did some other beings live in the world beyond, and this carving was their handiwork? 

She went back beneath the surface, this time looking for other carvings. Instead, she spotted what 
looked like a loose rock in the wall. On closer examination, she found that the stone was not only loose, 
but it was not even a natural part of the wall. Its edges were smooth, as if it had been carved in Po-Metru. 
Another of the same was fitted on top of it, and another, and another. 

Her eyes followed them up the side of the wall to the ceiling. The rocks were holding a much 
larger slab in place, but if they were to become dislodged... 

Someone rigged this, she realized. Replaced the stones in the wall with these so that the slab could be 
brought down on anyone journeying this way. But why? And who knows how many other such traps there might 
be? 

She turned and swam as fast as she could toward the Lhikan. The other Toa had to be warned. 

We are not alone here. 


Nuju still stood, watching for Nokama. Now and then he would create a small shower of ice crystals and 
toss them into the water. She had been gone too long. He would give her a minute more and then tell the 
others they had to launch a search. 

The transport lurched, swinging violently to the right. Nuju turned and saw Matau angrily striking 
the wheel and muttering to himself. 

“What’s the matter?” 

“Іс won't go!” growled Matau. “Everything is working, but it is not swim-speeding.” 

“Nokama understands watercraft better than any of us,” said Vakama. “Where is she?” 

“She went for a swim,” Nuju replied. Before the others could question him further, he said, “І will 
dive and check. Perhaps we are snagged on something.” 

Nuju was not, in fact, that much bigger a fan of water than were Matau and Onewa. But he 
preferred a swim in the river to having to explain where Nokama had gone and why he had not informed 
the others. He wasn’t sure himself why he had respected her wishes. But she had earned his respect, 
which was not an easy thing to do. 

Below the boat, he found his diagnosis had been correct. A number of the legs that acted as oars 
were caught by some kind of seaweed. He used an ice dagger to cut some away and his Mask of Telekinesis 
to move a bit of the rest, but more always appeared. If he was going to clear the boat, he would need 
help. 

He kicked hard to propel himself to the surface, only to find that he wasn’t moving up, but down. 
The seaweed had wrapped itself around his legs and torso and was dragging him toward the bottom. He 
tried to aim his crystal spikes to freeze the vegetation, only to have his arms pinned to his sides by the 
growth. Before he could react, a stray strand had yanked off his mask. Weakness flooded his limbs as the 
Mask of Power drifted to the bottom. 

Now he could see his final destination more clearly and the sight puzzled him. He knew his mind 
was cloudy due to the absence of the mask, but he could have sworn seaweed was a plant. Since when 
did it have huge jaws filled with knife-sharp teeth, gaping wide to devour a Toa? 

Since now, he said to himself. And weak as І am, there is no way І can stop it! 


Vakama watched the water with worried eyes. Nuju had been down there too long and Nokama 
was still not back. If something was waiting down below, going in to rescue the Toa of Ice might just lead 
to another Toa’s disappearance. But the alternative was to stand and do nothing, something Vakama 
refused to do. He knew all too well the consequences of inaction in the face of danger. 

The Toa of Fire had made up his mind to dive, when the vessel suddenly shot forward. His first 
reaction was relief. Nuju had obviously been successful and would be surfacing at any moment. This feeling 
faded in a hurry when he realized the boat was moving much too fast. 

“Matau! Slow down!” he shouted. 

The Toa of Air shook his head frantically. “І can’t! It’s not the transport that is quick-floating, it’s 
the current!” 

A glance behind confirmed Matau’s statement. The liquid protodermis flowing through the channel 
was now a raging torrent propelling the transport along. Onewa and Whenua hung on as the boat 
careened off the walls. Vakama fought to keep his balance as he made his way to the cockpit. 

“Use your power!” he told Matau. “See if you can slow us down.” 

Matau leapt onto the bow of the vessel and used his Toa energies to call forth a windstorm. Gusts 
howled in the confined space, trying to force the boat back even as the current thrust it forward. Finally, 
the transport came to a halt, pinned between the two powerful forces. 

It was a stalemate that could not last. Vakama barely heard Onewa shouting something over the 
roar of wind and wave. He turned to see the seals on the ship giving way and the outer shell fragmenting. 
Much more of this and there would be no transport left. 

It never came to that. Matau staggered from the effort of maintaining the storm. The winds died 
down and the vessel began flying through the tunnel again. Vakama jumped into the cockpit and took the 
wheel. 

“Onewa, grab Matau!” he barked. “Whenua, | need you to —” 

The Toa of Earth wasn’t listening. The archivist in him was looking with wonder at the river, 
whose current carried the boat along as if it were a toy. “It’s incredible,” he muttered. “This world never 
ceases to amaze me.” 

Vakama buzzed Whenua’s mask with a luke-warm firebolt. “That’s what you think,” snapped the 
Toa of Fire. “It’s going to cease in about three seconds if we don’t think of something!” 

Whenua turned. Looming before the transport was a massive whirlpool, more than large enough 
to swallow the boat and all its passengers. The Lhikan was dead on course for destruction. 


Nokama had almost made it back to the transport when the current hit her. Being a native of Ga-Metru, 
she had dealt with sudden undertow and freak tidal surges before. Before it could carry her too far, she 
dug her hydro blades into the rock walls to halt her progress. She was safe, but helpless to stop the Lhikan 
as it flashed past her. 


The Toa of Water was not ready to give up. She focused her elemental energies on the river, 
trying to force the current to reverse, or at least slow enough that the others would be all right. But the 
current was too powerful and the transport already too far away for her to draw it back. 

This is like trying to empty the silver sea with a test tube, she thought. | should be able to master any 
natural tide... but what if this isn’t natural? What if the same beings who rigged the traps up ahead are responsible 
for this too? 

Her thoughts were interrupted by a flash of white off to her right. Іс was followed by a wave of 
bitter cold that sent shivers through her frame. Either one by itself would have meant nothing, but together 
they made her instincts scream: Nuju! 

The current was too strong to swim against. Nokama pulled one of her hydro blades free and dug 
it back into the wall, then did the same with the other. It meant pulling herself along at a painfully slow 
pace. At one point, her hand slipped from her Toa tool and the current slammed her into the wall. She 
fought to stay conscious and hang on to the other blade. Letting go would mean being swept away. 

Now a white object was shooting toward her through the water, followed swiftly by another. She 
couldn’t tell what they were. She reached out as the first came near, grabbing it. It was Nuju’s Mask of 
Power! 

Now the larger object had almost reached her. With both hands full, she threw her body out at 
a 90 degree angle from the wall and scissored her legs to catch Nuju. His speed through the water threw 
her off balance and both Toa collided hard with the wall. Nokama winced as her right arm was wrenched. 
It took everything she had not to lose her grip and doom them both. 

Without his mask, Nuju was so much dead weight. Nokama strained until she could fit the Kanohi 
back on to the Toa of Ice. Nuju’s eyes glowed brighter and he immediately grasped the situation. He 
grabbed one of the hydro blades and used his power to create a shell of ice around the two Toa. 

“This will not last long,” Nuju said. He coughed up some of the river water. 

Nokama gestured at the strands of seaweed still wrapped around Nuju’s arms. “What is that?” 

“One of the river creatures wanted a cold meal,” he replied. “The current changed its mind. 
Where are the others?” 

Nokama shook her head. “Nuju... they’re gone. | saw the transport go by, but | couldn’t...” 

Nuju put an arm around her. “Do not fear, Nokama. We will find them.” If they still exist to be 
found, he added to himself. 


“| have had enough,” said Onewa. “We were branded criminals, captured, imprisoned, saw our friends 
taken by Makuta and our city damaged beyond repair. Now we are about to lose our lives and the lives 
of the only six Matoran we could save.” 

He turned to Whenua. “It stops now. And you are going to stop it.” 

Whenua’s eyes were fixed on the whirlpool. Despite Vakama’s best efforts in the cockpit, the 
transport was still headed right for it. “What are you talking about?” 

“Just listen,” said Onewa. “І have a plan.” 

Vakama had given up on hoping to avoid the whirlpool. Now he was trying to calculate the best 
way to ride with it and minimize the damage to the transport and Matoran spheres. If the craft shattered, 
maybe they could still salvage most, if not all, the spheres before they were lost. 

Then he saw something rising from the water. Before his mind could even register what it was, 
the transport had struck the object and was flying through the air. The whirlpool passed beneath and then 
the transport dove, its momentum spent. It plunged bow first into the river, the water swamping the deck. 
The craft came close to capsizing before righting itself and bobbing back to the surface. 

“What in Mata Nui’s name just happened?” said Vakama. He was too surprised even to notice 
that the current had calmed and the boat was no longer rocketing forward. 

“| did,” Whenua answered, smiling broadly. 

“We did,” corrected Onewa. 

“A little Toa power, and instant earth ramp — up and over we went,” said Whenua. 


“Му idea, of course,” broke іп Onewa. “The hard part was explaining the plan in time to make it 
work. So —” He gently tapped the Great Mask of Mind Control he wore. 

“You used the mask,” said Vakama, hardly able to believe it. “You were directing his actions.” 

“His Toa power. My mind,” replied Onewa. “Ап unbeatable combination. By the way, Whenua, 
your brain is as cluttered as your Archives. How do you manage to think?” 

“| don’t know,” laughed Whenua. “І guess | am just used to having more than one thought at a 
time, carver. You should try it.” 

“Then we're safe for now,” said Vakama, not sounding as if he believed his own words. “We һауе 
to go back for Nokama and Nuju.” 

Onewa glanced behind and shook his head. “No, we don’t. Look!” 

In the distance, Nokama was heading their way using her hydro blades to pull her along. Above 
her, Nuju traveled via an ice bridge created with his Toa power. Both looked exhausted, but unharmed. 
They reached the Lhikan at the same time. Matau looked on, frowning, as Nuju helped Nokama onto the 
deck. 

“It’s good to see you both,” said Vakama. “But how did you avoid the whirlpool?” 

Nokama looked at the Toa of Fire as if he had lost his senses. “What whirlpool?” 

Vakama rushed to the stern of the vessel. Sure enough, the waters were dead calm. There was 
no sign the maelstrom had ever been there. But it had been real, and so had the rushing water, the damage 
to the boat proved that. 

He crouched down and stared into the water. The current had slowed and the whirlpool vanished 
just moments after the Lhikan would have been lost. 

Almost as if someone was controlling them. Someone who wasn’t close enough to see what happened, he 
thought. Once they thought we had vanished into the whirlpool, there was no reason to continue it. 

He turned back to the others. “Someone tried very hard to kill us. Now that someone thinks 
we're all dead.” 

Whenua and Matau looked surprised. Onewa shrugged, no longer able to be shocked by anything 
that happened to the Toa Metru. Nokama and Nuju nodded in agreement. 

“So what do we do about it, firespitter?” asked the Toa of Stone. 

“That’s simple,” answered Vakama, rising to his feet. “We're going to die.” 


The Lhikan drifted aimlessly down the river. No Toa sat at the controls to keep it on course, nor was 
there anyone keeping watch for threats. In fact, there was no sign of life anywhere on the vessel. 

To an observer, it would have appeared there had been a great struggle on board. One of Matau’s 
aero slicers was embedded in the cockpit. Other parts of the craft were scarred by heat and ice blasts. 
The story was there for anyone to read: Some great force had overwhelmed the Toa Metru and swept 
them away, no doubt to their doom. 

But if that observer’s eyes had been able to see through the solid walls of the transport, quite a 
different tale would have unfolded before him. Six Toa Metru huddled inside the cramped hold, listening 
intently to the noises from outside. 

“Do you hear anything?” Nokama whispered to Vakama. 

The Toa of Fire shook his head, frustrated. He had been certain that if it appeared he and the 
others had been lost in the whirlpool, their mysterious foe would reveal himself. Of course, that assumed 
their enemy had some use for the ship and some need to confirm their deaths. If that wasn’t the case, he 
could just leave the Lhikan to drift. 

Onewa was saying something, but the words sounded like they were coming from far away. 
Vakama’s mind had spun into another of his visions, brief glimpses of the future... or was it the past? 

Monstrous Rahi, ancient when Metru Nui was young... driven from their home waters... jaws opened 
wide... tentacles reaching, reaching... 

The craft spun, then lurched violently from side to side, shocking Vakama awake. They were no 
longer moving forward, he realized. They were going down! 


Onewa sprang to his feet and tried the makeshift hatch, but it was stuck fast. They could all feel 
the change in pressure as the transport sank rapidly. Nokama used her power to summon an undersea 
wave to lift them back to the surface, but whatever force was pulling them down was too strong. 

A crack appeared in the hull beside Nuju. River water began to leak slowly in, rapidly joined by 
other leaks in other portions of the hold. Already the liquid was up to the Toa’s ankles and rising. 

“Маката, burn а hole in the hull,” said Nokama. “We have to get out of here.” 

“If | do that, the Lhikan is lost,” Vakama replied, “and so are the six Matoran spheres. There has 
to be another option!” 

The transport shuddered violently as it struck the bottom of the waterway. The Toa Metru 
scrambled to hang onto something to keep from being slammed around the hold. The hull of the craft 
groaned as the increased water pressure threatened to cave it in. 

“Don’t look now, Toa of Fire,” said Onewa. “But І think we just гап out of options.” 


The octopoid beast that held the Lhikan in its grasp carefully examined its catch. This strange thing did not 
belong here, so it had to be stopped. But now that the Rahi had the hard object, it was not sure what 
next to do. This thing did not live or breathe; it was not food; it had not even provided sport by trying to 
get away. 

The Rahi’s dim brain realized that this catch was of no use at all. Still, if allowed to escape, it might 
be an obstacle in the future. Better to avoid that by destroying it now. 

The creature’s tentacles began to squeeze the Lhikan, with enough force to shatter the ship to 
splinters... 


Mavrah stepped into the vast cavern, feeling a mixture of satisfaction and sadness. Given the 
choice, he would have preferred to simply scare those intruders away rather than harm them. But he 
knew enough about Toa to know they never gave up, not even in the face of overwhelming force. 
Certainly, Toa Lhikan had never flinched before any threat. Strange that he hadn’t been among these 
strangers? 

Still, it was good to know his inventive genius had not deserted him after all these years. The 
whirlpool had worked perfectly. Of course, he hadn’t waited to see the intruders’ boat wrecked by it. 
There would have been no joy in that. 

For a moment, Mavrah was lost in his memories. He could remember long days spent in the 
Archives, talking with Nuparu about their newest ideas for inventions. Nuparu was determined to one 
day perfect a new mode of transport to replace chutes, if only to knock the Le-Matoran down a few pegs. 

For his part, Mavrah had simply wanted to better understand the Rahi. It frustrated him that so 
many of the creatures had to be kept in stasis in the Archives, where little could be learned of them. How 
could a researcher study the behavior patterns of creatures who were always asleep? Sometimes he had 
fantasized about smashing open the stasis tubes just to see one of those magnficent Rahi move again. 

Mavrah jumped as a great serpentlike creature snaked down from a stalactite and brushed against 
him. The Rahi was on its way to the water, a trip that would take some time given that the beast was over 
40 feet long from head to tail. “Mustn’t scare me like that,’ Mavrah said gently. “І might have thought it 
was another Toa, come to bring us all back.” 

The Onu-Matoran turned as two mechanized beasts entered from side passages. They took no 
notice of him, but instead took positions on either side of the serpent. They would make sure it got to 
the pool without incident and without being observed by any intruders. Where one group of Toa had 
come, more might follow. 

Mavrah walked across the cave and stood at the edge of the vast pool. Beneath its calm surface 
lived countless creatures, remnants of an age long before Metru Nui. Powerful, unpredictable, dangerous 
beyond measure, they were still Mavrah’s only friends in this desolate place. And no one — no one — would 
take them away from him. 


One of those “friends” was busy at the moment trying to crack open the Lhikan. The octopoid Rahi had 
found the Vahki transport a tougher target than it expected, but it was only a matter of seconds before 
the hull gave way. 

Suddenly, the transport began to glow red. An intense shock of searing heat forced the Rahi to 
let go, allowing the craft to bob back up to the surface. 

Slowly, the glow faded. A few moments later, the hatch opened and the Toa Metru emerged on 
the deck. Vakama stumbled and almost fell before Nokama caught him. “Take it easy,” she said. 


“That was the hardest stunt І have ever had to pull,” said Vakama. “Зо much heat without flame... 
but it worked.” 

“| wonder what it was that strong-pulled us down?” asked Matau. “Апа where is it now?” 

A massive tentacle erupted out of the water, wrapping itself around Matau and hauling him off the 
transport. “When will | quick-learn to stop asking stupid questions?” shouted the Toa of Air, just before 
he disappeared beneath the waves. 

As one, the Toa Metru dove in after him. A swipe of a tentacle sent Nuju flying through the water. 
A second tentacle grabbed Vakama. Nokama turned to rescue the Toa of Fire, but he waved her off. 

In a moment, she saw why - or rather, she didn’t see. Triggering the power of the Mask of 
Concealment, Vakama faded from view. The Rahi was puzzled. It could feel something in its grip, but not 
see anything. Its grip slackened just enough for Vakama to slip through, reappearing beside Onewa. 

Matau was in bad shape. He hadn’t been able to grab a breath of air before being pulled under and 
was rapidly drowning. Worse, the Rahi had started to swim away with its prey. Onewa glanced at Whenua, 
who nodded. Then both unleashed their elemental power, forming hands of earth and stone that reached 
up from the bottom to grab the creature. 

Nuju rocketed forward, using both his elemental and mask energies. Bolts of ice and stone hurled 
telekinetically battered the beast. Stunned, it let go of Matau. Nokama caught him and rushed him to the 
surface. 

Onewa and Whenua released the struggling Rahi and the creature swam away. Vakama gestured 
urgently for the Toa to head back to the transport. 

They were still climbing aboard when the Toa of Fire shouted, “Matau! We need to go now!” 

Nokama and Matau looked at him, surprised. But the Toa of Air could tell this was no time to 
argue. He leapt into the cockpit and started the craft moving forward. 

“We are going after the beast,” Nuju said to Vakama. It wasn’t a question. 

“Yes, we are,” the Toa of Fire replied. “It’s time we became the hunters.” 


From a hiding place nearby, six pairs of audio receptors recorded Vakama’s words. Six pairs of optical 
sensors studied the Toa Metru, their strengths, their weaknesses, and their current condition. Complex 
clockwork mechanisms began to analyze, evaluate, and plan the ideal time to strike. 

One of the six beings turned away and began the trek back home. In any conflict, defeat was an 
option. Logic dictated that the information gathered should therefore be relayed to others for future use 
if necessary. This unit would return to Mavrah to do just that while the others pursued and apprehended 
the intruders. 

Had these beings possessed muscles, they would have felt them tense in anticipation of the conflict 
to come. If blood coursed through their veins, it would have flowed that much faster at the thought of 
battle after so many years of inactivity. But instead, they could only stare at the Toa with cold calculation. 
There would be no anger or hatred in their attack — just pure, precise, efficient destruction. 


Nuju stood at the bow of the ship. The telescopic lens built into his Mask of Power was focused on the 
wake of the octopoid beast. Nokama stood beside him, prepared to continue the pursuit underwater if 
the creature chose to dive. 

Near the cockpit, Vakama and Onewa strategized. Despite their disagreements, the two Toa had 
developed a grudging respect for each other. If Vakama still had his moments of doubt, and Onewa still 
thought with his mouth too often, they remained the best tacticians among the Toa. Whenua had been 
invited to join their council, but had refused, preferring to keep to himself. 

All of the Toa turned at Nuju’s cry. The river had opened up into a vast waterway, even wider 
than the Po-Metru Sculpture Fields. The Rahi they were chasing had vanished into its depths, but no one 
even noticed. Their eyes were on the dozens of monsters breaching the surface and bellowing their anger 
at the Lhikan. 
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Nokama had lived by the silver sea all her Ше. Between her explorations underwater and her visits 
to the Archives she had seen every kind of aquatic creature in existence, or so she believed. But never 
had she seen anything like this in the flesh. Before her startled eyes, serpents almost as long as the 
Coliseum was high reared up out of the water. Bizarre creatures looking like oversized sea slugs slithered 
along the rocky coastline. Massive fish leapt high into the air, lightning bolts lancing from their razor-sharp 
fins. 

The sight of so many previously unknown Rahi was beautiful, in a way, but it was a savage beauty. 
To the right, a reptilian creature rose out of the water with a Tarakava squirming in its huge jaws. On the 
left, a Rahi much like the one the Lhikan had been chasing struggled helplessly in the grasp of two gigantic 
crablike creatures. 

“This is... amazing,” Nokama said softly. 

“This is insane,” replied Nuju. 

“You’re both wrong,” said Whenua. “This... this is a disaster.” 

“Maybe we should quiet-sneak away, before they decide we are fish food,” offered Matau. 

Vakama shook his head. “No. We have nothing to turn back to — only a dark and dead city, filled 
with sleeping Matoran who are counting on us to find them a haven. If that means crossing these waters, 
then that is what we will do.” 

“| hate to say it, fire-spitter, but you’re making a lot of sense,” said Onewa. 

“Why do you hate to say it?” 

“Ruins my image,” said the Toa of Stone. 


Mavrah watched the mechanized Kralhi’s approach. He knew it wouldn’t have returned alone unless it had 
news, most likely bad news. 

As a Matoran, it was hard for him to see the machine creature without a trace of fear. Long before 
the Vahki enforcers were put into operation in Metru Nui, the responsibility for law enforcement fell on 
the shoulders of the Kralhi. They were well-equipped for the task. Their stingerlike tails were capable of 
projecting a force bubble around a target. Once inside, the target was rapidly drained of energy, all of 
which was fed back into the Kralhi. This left whoever the Kralhi had captured far too weak to cause any 
trouble. 

That, as it turned out, was the problem. The point had been to get Matoran troublemakers or 
those who walked off the job back to work as soon as possible. The Kralhi left them so weak and dizzy 
that they couldn’t work for days. It was finally decided that they had to be shut down and replaced. 

Saying that and doing it proved to be two very different things. To this day, no one was sure how 
much self-awareness the Kralhi might possess, but they certainly resisted being turned off and scrapped. 
The Matoran were successful with a few of them, but most fought back hard. With the help of the newly 
built Vahki, the Matoran achieved a victory of sorts by driving the Kralhi out of the city. No one knew, or 
cared, where they had disappeared to as long as they were gone. 

Mavrah had been terrified the day he stumbled upon them, sure they would attack and force him 
back to the city. But the Kralhi had made no threatening moves. Over time, Mavrah realized that their 
primary purpose - to serve and protect Matoran — was still in force. As long as he did not make any effort 
to harm them or turn them off, they were perfectly willing to accept and serve him. 

Now the Kralhi paused in front of him. When it spoke, it was with the recorded voice of one of 
the Toa: “It’s time we became the hunters.” Then the machine waited for a response. 

Mavrah hesitated. He had tried to destroy these Toa and had been sure he succeeded. If they still 
lived, then it must be Mata Nui’s will that they do so. Mavrah wondered if it was a sign. Perhaps if he 
explained to the Toa why he was here, and why he had to stay, they would understand. Then they could 
return to Metru Nui and inform Turaga Dume to call off the search. 

“Return,” Mavrah ordered the Kralhi. “Capture the six Toa and bring them back here alive.” 

The Kralhi simply stared, as if it had not understood anything that was said. Mavrah knew the 
creature was just being willful and stubborn. 


“Alive,” he repeated, firmly. “Unharmed. That is a direct command. Now go.” 
The Kralhi turned and departed. Mavrah thought he detected something in the way it moved, but 
he dismissed the idea. A Kralhi is just a machine, he reminded himself. It can’t feel disappointment, can it? 


Unfortunately, not everything shared Mavrah’s newfound desire for the Toa’s safety. The Lhikan had made 
it about halfway across the lake before attracting the attention of the local wildlife. Now the beasts were 
shoving each other aside in a race to see who would get to devour the craft and occupants first. 

The Toa had acquired one ally, a massive, tentacled whale that was now running interference for 
them. Onewa’s Mask of Mind Control had worked on Rahi before, and this one had just enough of a mind 
to give him something to manipulate. Unfortunately, it meant the Toa of Stone could do nothing else to 
help to defend the vessel, but the others did their best to pick up the slack. 

A horned serpent wrapped itself around the hull of the boat. Its head swung up over the side of 
the deck, hissing at Nuju and baring its vicious fangs. The Toa of се muttered, “Мо, | don’t think so,” and 
sent twin frigid blasts from his crystal spikes. Frozen solid, the serpent sank to the bottom like a stone. 

On the other side of the vessel, entire schools of fish were launching themselves out of the water 
at the Lhikan. Matau had been using his elemental wind power to blow them away, until an inspiration 
struck him. Using the power of his Mask of Illusion, he transformed himself into a huge sharklike beast 
with three sets of jaws. Frightened, the schools dove back underwater, with the exception of one fish who 
landed on the deck. 

Matau glanced down at it. He had never been fond of marine life, and this was a particularly ugly 
specimen. Has the same happy-smile as Makuta, he thought. Just what the world needs — a Makuta fish. 

Vakama was everywhere at once. Sea creatures, no matter how large, hated fire, and he had been 
able to drive away some of the more monstrous specimens. Those he could not stop were being battered 
by waves or grabbed by the sea bottom thanks to the powers of Nokama and Whenua. It seemed like the 
Toa might make it through, although Vakama wondered how they would ever be able to make a second 
trip this way with all the sleeping Matoran in tow. 

A huge wave swamped the vessel, almost washing Vakama into the lake. When it subsided, all of 
the Toa could feel that something was wrong. The craft was still afloat, but now listing badly to one side. 

“One of the spheres,” Nokama said. “They must have taken one of the spheres! | have to go down 
there and —” 

“No!” Nuju grabbed her and kept her from diving. “I let you go once, not this time. You would 
not last more than a few seconds among these creatures, and you know it. If one of the spheres has been 
lost, we will recover it...” 

“When?” Nokama demanded. “Before or after some sea monster has dined on it?” 

“| know how you feel,” said Whenua, as he caused chunks of the sea floor to pelt an oncoming 
Rahi. “Believe me. But we are almost to the other side of the lake. Once back in the tunnel, the creatures 
can only come at us one at a time. One Toa can hold them off while the rest of us —” 

“That will be too late!” said Nokama, wrenching free of Nuju’s grasp. She raced to the edge of 
the deck. 

Vakama saw her and moved just as quickly himself. He threw up a wall of flame around the 
transport, cutting off the Rahi from approaching and Nokama from leaving. She turned on him, enraged. 

“Маката, why —?” 

“We may have lost a friend,” said the Toa of Fire. “І won’t stand by while we lose another.” 

Before Nokama could answer, she was suddenly lifted off her feet and into the air. Vakama looked 
at Nuju, thinking it was the Mask of Telekinesis at work, but the Toa of се was as surprised as anyone. 
That was when Matau noticed the energy bubble around Nokama. He struggled to see through the flames, 
finally spotting what he feared to find but knew had to be there. 

“Kralhi!” he shouted. “They have Nokama!” 

“Whenua, you апа Onewa keep the Rahi at bay,” ordered Vakama. “Nuju, Matau and | will save 
Nokama!” 


But Matau was already gone, encased іп a Kralhi bubble and being spirited away. Nuju created ап 
ice barrier to try and impede the bubble’s progress, but a boulder hurled by the Kralhi weakened it badly. 
When Matau’s prison struck it, the wall crumbled into the water. 

Now the Kralhi attacked in earnest, keeping the Toa off balance with a barrage of stones and 
energy bubbles. Onewa was the next to be captured, causing the Rahi he had mastered to dive beneath 
the water and disappear. 

The Toa fought valiantly, but attacked on two fronts and worn down with fatigue, they could not 
hold their own. Nuju had a perfectly aimed ice blast ready for a Kralhi when one of the Rahi rammed the 
transport, knocking him off his feet. The next instant, he was inside a Kralhi bubble and could feel his 
energy being drained away. 

Vakama and Whenua held out for a little longer, but eventually they too fell to the Kralhi. Vakama 
screamed with anger and frustration as he saw the now abandoned transport drifting toward the tunnel, 
still carrying its precious cargo. Then the hunger of the Kralhi for energy took its toll. Vakama’s mind fell 
into a pool of darkness as unconsciousness claimed them all. 
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Nuju had not expected to awaken. If he ever did see the light again, he assumed it would Бе from 
inside a cell, or at least with the Toa in chains. But the reality proved to be very different. 

The first thing he saw when his eyes opened was the ceiling of a vast cavern. It was warm here, 
as if molten protodermis flowed underground to provide heat in the way it did in Metru Nui homes. He 
glanced around, trying not to move his head and give away that he was awake. He could see the other 
Toa, some stirring, some still unconscious. They were all lying on a comfortable bed of dried seaweed. 

He might have thought the whole thing was a bad dream if not for the presence of three Kralhi, 
obviously standing guard. Realizing they could not be fooled, he sat up. His mechanical parts were 
undamaged, but his biological components ached badly. It would take time to recover from the Kralhi’s 
energy drain. 

The other Toa were now fully awake. Vakama started to get to his feet, but as soon as he did so, 
one of the Kralhi took a step forward. When the Toa of Fire sat back down, the guardian returned to its 
original spot. 

“| guess we won't be going for any walks,” said Onewa. “Kralhi. | never expected to see those 
junk heaps again.” 

“| say as soon as we are back to full strength, we make a run for the water апа try to find the 
transport,” said Nokama. “І didn’t like those things when they patrolled Metru Nui. | like them even less 
here.” 

Vakama looked around. Amphibious Rahi of enormous size crawled and slithered around the cave, 
but they all stayed well away from the Kralhi. Іс made no sense. Why would these creatures fear and obey 
mechanical beings, and why would the Kralhi wish to control Rahi in the first place? What were they even 
doing here? 

Whenua spotted a small figure coming toward them from the other end of the cave. Walking by 
his side was a medium-sized Rahi that looked like a cross between a lizard and a Kavinika, wolflike 
creatures from Po-Metru. The Toa of Earth paid little attention to the beast, though — his eyes were 
focused on the too familiar Matoran approaching. 

“You mustn’t let my friends worry you,” Mavrah said as he got closer. “They are just here to 
make sure you remain... reasonable.” 

“We’re always reasonable,” Onewa shot back. “Іп fact, І can think of a bunch of reasons to turn 
you into a rock garden.” 

Nokama gestured for Onewa to keep silent, and said, “Who are you? Why have you brought us 
here? You have to let us go. Our mission is vital!” 

Mavrah chuckled. “Who am I? As if you don’t know? | am aware of your mission, Toa — if that is 
what you really are. It is why | brought you here.” 


Onewa reached out with his Mask of Mind Control powers and seized hold of Mavrah’s thoughts. 
The Matoran stiffened, then said exactly what Onewa wished him to: “Then again, you are correct. | will 
set you free. The Kralhi will escort you out.” 

The Rahi at Mavrah’s side began to screech so loudly Onewa thought his mask would split. The 
Kralhi responded by launching weakness disks at each of the Toa. The power of the disk was enough to 
break Onewa’s concentration and free Mavrah’s mind. 

The Matoran shook his head as if waking up from a bad dream. “You... you mustn’t do that again. 
My pet here is a most unusual Rahi, you see. He can sense the use of Kanohi mask powers, in the same 
way a Kinloka rat can sense food from a distance. And, as you have now discovered, my Kralhi are very 
well trained.” 

The Matoran smiled. “Now, let us not waste time. My Rahi recovered your transport, yes, and 
those shiny spheres too... most remarkable creations. | am prepared to return them to you if you turn 
around, go back the way you came, and deliver a message to Turaga Dume for me.” 

“That might be... difficult,” Vakama replied. “But what’s the message?” 

“Tell him to leave me alone!” Mavrah yelled, startling the Toa. There was an uncomfortable silence 
while the Matoran composed himself. Then he added, quietly, “l am fine. The Rahi are fine. We want 
nothing from Metru Nui, and Metru Nui should ask nothing of us.” 

The Toa glanced at each other, none of them eager to be the one to tell the Matoran about the 
fate of Metru Nui. Finally, Whenua stood up. The Kralhi advanced automatically, but the Toa of Earth 
ignored them. 

“Mavrah, in Mata Nui’s name... stop this,” he said. The other Toa looked at him, shocked. Whenua 
knew this crazy Matoran? 

Whenua took a step toward Mavrah, then another. The Matoran waved the Kralhi off. “You are 
fighting a battle long over, against enemies that no longer exist,” the Toa of Earth continued. “Metru Nui 
is no threat to you, my old friend, because Metru Nui is no more.” 

Mavrah said nothing as Whenua told his tale. He related the story of the Morbuzakh’s attacks on 
the city; the transformation of six Matoran into Toa Metru; the betrayal of the false Dume; and the 
deathlike sleep of all the Matoran. When he was finished, he waited for the Matoran’s reaction. 

It wasn’t long in coming, nor was it what Whenua had expected: Mavrah burst out laughing. “Lies,” 
he said. “But amusing ones. Lhikan dropping off Toa stones like they were Naming Day gifts? Whenua, of 
all Matoran, a Toa? And Turaga Dume... oh, forgive me, Makuta... as sinister mastermind? Yes, very funny 
indeed.” 

Mavrah’s expression suddenly darkened. “The Whenua І knew was many things, but he was not a 
liar. That means you are not Whenua. | cannot trust you, any of you.” 

The Kralhi advanced until they were crowding the Toa against the cavern wall. Mavrah came with 
them, his eyes fixed on Whenua. “І know there is no cell that could hold true Toa. But І am guessing that 
your ship means something to you or you would not have fought so hard to save it. Make a move to 
escape, or to harm me, and І will see it destroyed, along with those strange spheres. | want no trouble 
from the six of you —” 

Mavrah stopped abruptly. The Rahi by his side had begun to screech again. He examined the five 
Toa before him, and... five? He was sure there had been six of them. Yes, there had been six, which meant 

“One of them has escaped!” he shouted. He gestured toward two Kralhi emerging from the 
shadows on the far side of the cave. “Find him! Bring him back!” 

The mechanical beasts turned and exited through a side tunnel. Nokama watched them go, nursing 
a hope that Vakama would manage to escape and find the transport. His Mask of Concealment had allowed 
him to fade from view while Mavrah was talking. The Matoran had been so upset he never noticed the 
shadow Vakama still cast even while invisible. 

Mata Nui, if you can hear me, help Vakama, she thought. The fate of all Matoran rests with him now. 


The Kralhi began their hunt, moving slowly and methodically through the only tunnel the stranger would 
logically have taken. His invisibility was at best an annoyance to them. Their more sophisticated sensors 
would surely be able to track him. 

Still, it was more than their absolute confidence in victory that added an intangible sense of 
excitement to this pursuit. Іс was something very simple, yet with potentially horrific consequences for 
the Toa of Fire: Mavrah had not said this one needed to be brought back alive. 


Vakama moved as quickly as he could. The problem with invisibility, he had discovered, was that he could 
not see himself either. It was no easy trick to run when һе couldn’t see his feet. 

He could hear the heavy footsteps of the Kralhi behind him. He had no idea if they would be able 
to see him or not, but was willing to gamble on the power of his Kanohi mask. 

Vakama had only one Kanoka disk left, a freeze disk of fairly substantial power. A plan started to 
form in his mind. One disk would be more than enough, if he used it correctly... 

He raced on, fitting the Kanoka in his launcher. Once he found the right spot for an ambush, the 
Kralhi were in for a big surprise. 


Matau eyed the Kralhi guarding them. The three of them were standing like statues, but he knew that they 
were primed to react to any movement. He silently calculated just what combination of flips and rolls it 
would take to get close to them. All he asked was the chance to put his aero slicers to work. 

“How long do we wait?” he whispered. 

“We give Vakama ten minutes,” Onewa replied. “Then we move. Nuju, Whenua and | will distract 
the Kralhi. You and Nokama will grab Mavrah.” 

“| never liked Onu-Matoran,” muttered the Toa of Ice. “I like them even less now.” 

“Don’t blame him. You don’t understand,” said Whenua. 

“There’s a lot we don’t understand,” Onewa shot back. “But | have a feeling you do. Maybe it’s 
time you shared?” 

Whenua hesitated for a long moment. Then he nodded and began to speak. 


Whenua’s Tale 

Long before the Morbuzakh, long before the actions of the false Dume, long before the coming of 
the Toa Metru, the city of Metru Nui was a place of peace and learning. Outside of the city-wide akilini 
tournaments in the Coliseum, the only real excitement was when Rahi beasts would appear on the 
outskirts. Then Toa Lhikan and the Vahki would go into action, driving off the creatures or trapping them 
for display in the Archives. 

Being an experienced archivist, it was not unusual for Whenua’s day to begin with news of the 
latest captures. But on this particular day, the pounding on his door was more frantic. He went to open 
it, mouthing a silent wish that no exhibits had broken free and trashed an entire wing again. 

Onepu didn’t even wait for the door to be fully ajar before slipping inside. His eyes were bright 
with excitement and his heartlight was flashing wildly. 

“It’s amazing! You have to come see! Мо one knows, not even Toa Lhikan!” 

“Slow down,” said Whenua. “You’re talking faster than a Le-Matoran. Come see what? Were 
more Rahi delivered? Or did the miners find more of those Bohrok things?” 

“Better than that. But | can’t explain. The Chief Archivist wants you, me, and Mavrah there right 
away.” 

Onepu dashed back outside, with a confused Whenua following along behind. The last time the 
Chief Archivist wanted to see him, a few dozen ice bats had escaped from their tubes and infested the 
administrative offices. He hoped this time the meeting would not involve nets, boxes, or anything that 
flew. 

The trip took longer than Whenua expected. Onepu led him on a winding path to the Archives 
through chutes that dove deep beneath the surface and emerged in sub-levels with which Whenua was 
only barely familiar. Then it was a long hike through abandoned tunnels to another chute, this one badly 
in need of repair, and another steep drop to a sub-level that didn’t even show up on any Archives charts. 

“Where are we?” 

“Come on,” said Onepu. “Wait until you see this.” 

The two Matoran rounded a corner to behold a stunning sight. This sub-level consisted almost 
completely of water, and in that water were creatures out of an archivist’s dream... or nightmare. There 
were huge, aquatic beasts, large enough to swallow a Muaka in one gulp. Nearby were monstrous crabs 
strong enough to crush stone in their claws. The sight of one such Rahi would have been shocking, but 
there were dozens of them here. 

Whenua did not know what to say. Onepu simply smiled. Mavrah was already there, just staring 
at the amazing display before him. 

“| told you,” said Опери. “Even the Chief Archivist was speechless.” 

“Where did they come from?” asked Whenua. “What... what are they?” 


Mavrah turned at the sound of voices. “Тһеу appeared off the coast of Onu-Metru last night,” һе 
said. “It took Mata Nui knows how many Vahki squads to herd them in here. This was the only spot in 
the city big enough to hold them all.” 

Whenua watched as one of the creatures surfaced long enough to reveal a Takea shark trapped 
in its jaws. Then it dove again, leaving little doubt what the fate of that unlucky sea beast would be. 

“There isn’t a stasis tube big enough in all of —” Whenua began. 

“They aren’t for exhibit.” The three archivists turned to see Turaga Dume coming toward them. 
“The Chief Archivist has requested, and | have granted, permission for these creatures to be kept here 
for study. They will not be placed in stasis so that the three of you can learn from conscious specimens.” 

All three of them thanked the Turaga. Dume waved them off. “Don’t thank me. This is against my 
better judgement. Unleashed, creatures like these could destroy half the city. For that reason, this matter 
is to be kept a strict secret. | do not want a panic in the city, do you understand?” 

The archivists nodded. Never before had the Turaga knowingly allowed a danger to the city to 
exist within its borders. It was a little frightening to realize that not only the safety of the Archives, but 
perhaps Metru Nui itself, depended on how well they did their jobs. 

“What about Toa Lhikan?” asked Whenua. “Surely he must know.” 

“No,” answered Dume. “Lhikan’s first duty is to the safety of the city, and he cannot see beyond 
that. But the advancement of Matoran science requires risk. | have been convinced that there is something 
that can be learned from these... monsters. Do not prove me wrong.” 

A serpent that looked roughly the size of Po-Metru raised its head above the water and bellowed. 
The sound shook the sub-level. 

“And Mata Nui protect us all,” said Dume as he walked away. 


The three Onu-Matoran soon settled into a routine. Early each morning, they would travel together to 
the Archives. Staying in each others’ company helped them avoid talking with any other archivists who 
might be curious about their new project. They spent all day and most of the night observing and testing 
the strange sea creatures, noting down everything they could about the behavior and characteristics of 
the Rahi. Then they would return to their homes for an all too brief rest before starting all over again. 

Whenua and Onepu complained early and often that three Matoran were not enough to do this 
job well. But Mavrah insisted that secrecy was vital to the success of the project, and the Chief Archivist 
backed him up. 

Fatigue and overwork eventually took their toll. The three Matoran began to quarrel over the 
slightest thing. Notes were misplaced, experiments accidentally ruined, and at one point one of the Rahi 
almost slipped past both Onepu and a Vahki squad to make it back out to sea. 

That was enough to drive Mavrah to fury. 

“You idiot!” he shouted at Onepu. “Do you realize what might have happened if it escaped?” 

“He’s right,” Whenua said. “Іс might have turned toward the city and harmed Matoran before it 
was stopped.” 

“Before it was stopped?” Mavrah repeated in disbelief. “Before it was killed, you mean, along with 
our entire project. Your stupidity could have led to this Rahi’s destruction, a tragic loss to science - all 
because you weren’t paying attention!” 

It took some time for the hard feelings left over from that incident to ease. But worse was yet to 
come, and this time on Whenua’s watch. He had been concentrating intensely on a creature that looked 
like a Tarakava, only with multiple flippers that might evolve into feet one day. Though not big enough to 
be a physical threat to its neighbors, it was able to defend itself quite well with the help of twin ice beams 
from its eyes. 

The Rahi was so fascinating that Whenua never saw a far larger beast erupt out of the water. 
Other creatures immediately moved to challenge it, but the monstrous serpent shrugged them off as if 
they were raindrops. It was sick of captivity. Now was the time to escape or die trying. 
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The monster leapt out of the water and crashed into the stone ceiling. The impact violently shook 
the Archives, sending Whenua plunging into the makeshift holding tank. Before he could scramble back to 
safety, the Rahi struck again. This time the force of the collision cracked the ceiling and shattered displays 
even on the uppermost levels. 

Whenua had his own problems at the moment. He was not a strong swimmer. Worse, his 
neighbors in the water had noticed a newcomer in their midst, one with no claws or teeth to defend 
himself. This would be an easy meal, they decided, and began to circle the Matoran. 

The archivist deperately tried to remember anything he had ever heard about fending off sea Rahi 
attacks. In a panic, he realized it was a subject he had never discussed. Onu-Matoran didn’t go for swims, 
after all. Only Ga-Matoran were that insane. 

One squid-like Rahi reached out with its tentacle. Whenua frantically slapped it away. But he could 
already feel his arms and legs growing tired from treading water. He would run out of energy long before 
the Rahi ran out of interest. Then he would be just another archivist lost in the pursuit of knowledge. 

A shark moved in for the kill. Too tired to fight anymore, Whenua shut his eyes and waited for 
the end. But instead of a painful bite, he felt hands seize him and pull him out of the water. A second later, 
he was back on solid ground, coughing and gasping for air. 

Mavrah stood over him. “What were you thinking, diving in there?” 

“| decided | needed а bath,” Whenua snapped. “You think it was my choice to be Rahi bait? The 
earth tremors knocked me in.” 

“Those weren't tremors,” Mavrah responded grimly. “One of our guests tried to escape. It’s under 
control now, but... there was a lot of damage up above. A Kraawa broke free.” 

Whenua winced. The Kraawa was an unusual Rahi who turned any force used against it into energy 
to grow. Hit it enough times and it would be bigger than the Coliseum. Getting it into the Archives had 
taken multiple Vahki squads and resulted in three levels being trashed. If it was loose... 

“How bad?” he asked. 

“A dozen Vahki smashed; three levels suffered critical damage, four more are being evacuated; at 
least a few hundred exhibits awake and on the loose. It’s a disaster.” 

“You have a gift for understatement, Mavrah.” 

The words came from Turaga Dume. The elder was striding toward them, with the Chief Archivist 
running alongside, babbling apologies. Dume waved him away and looked directly at Mavrah. 

“This project is terminated,” he said. “As soon as order has been restored in the Archives, the 
Vahki will drive these... these monsters back out of the city. A security zone will be established in the 
waters around Metru Nui. The Vahki have authorization to kill any of these Rahi who violates that zone.” 

“No!” Mavrah shouted. “You mustn’t do that! Think of the knowledge we will be losing, the 
potential for progress —” 

“This is not a debate,” Turaga Dume replied. Then, in a softer tone, he added, “І am sorry, Mavrah. 
І know what this project means to you. But | cannot jeopardize the safety of the Archives — or the city - 
further. These things do not belong here.” 

Dume turned to the Chief Archivist. “See to it that the Vahki get any cooperation they require. | 
want these beasts gone by morning.” 

That night was the longest Whenua had ever lived through. He couldn’t help thinking that if he 
had been paying more attention, maybe this would never have happened. Of course, he couldn’t say how 
he would have stopped a massive Rahi who wanted out, but that was beside the point. Now the Archives 
were half-wrecked and the project was shut down. 

He tried to apologize to Mavrah for his mistake, but the Onu-Matoran was too upset to speak. 
He just stood there, staring at the Rahi, looking like he had lost his best friends. 

The next morning, Whenua returned to find the Archives under lockdown. Vahki Rorzakh were 
everywhere, watching carefully as Onu-Matoran crews struggled to return Rahi to their stasis tubes. Inside, 
other crews used regeneration disks to repair structural damage. The sheer magnitude of the damage was 
staggering. 
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Не made his way down to the sub-level where the Rahi had been held. He expected to find it 
abandoned. Instead, it was filled with Rorzakh and a very worried Chief Archivist. 

“They’re gone,” the administrator said. “All of them. Disappeared.” 

“Wasn’t that the point?” Whenua asked. 

“You don’t understand. The Rahi are gone, but the Vahki didn’t take them. They escaped back to 
sea somehow. The Vahki are bringing Onepu and Mavrah here now.” 

A Rorzakh squad appeared a moment later, shoving Onepu in front of them. A second squad was 
right on their heels, but empty-handed. 

“Where’s Mavrah?” asked the Chief Archivist. 

The Vahki shrugged. Whenua had no doubt they had searched Mavrah’s home and everywhere 
he might be hiding before returning to admit failure. Rorzakh were nothing if not thorough. 

“He must be on his way then,” the Chief Archivist muttered, not sounding at all convinced that 
was the case. “І have already spoken with the Turaga. He is sending Bordakh and Rorzakh to find the 
creatures. Of course, the important thing is that they are gone. But | think we all want to find out how 
and why.” 

Whenua said nothing. But he had a horrible suspicion he already knew the answers to those 
questions... 


The mystery of the missing Rahi was never solved. The Chief Archivist’s official report to the Turaga 
stated that the creatures must have contrived a mass escape. The Vahki on duty had done nothing to 
prevent it because their orders were to see to it that the Rahi left. Іс made no difference to them how 
that happened. 

The report further stated that, in trying to stop the escape, Mavrah had been lost and was 
presumed dead. Although his sacrifice could not be publicly recognized without revealing the existence of 
the project, the sub-level was renamed in his honor. 

Whenua always suspected that Turaga Dume knew more about what had happened than he let 
on. He called off the Vahki search for the Rahi after only a very short time, as if he knew they would not 
be found, nor would Mavrah. Whatever the Rorzakh knew about the situation, they communicated only 
to the Turaga. 

After a while, things returned to normal in the Archives. Whenua and Onepu both made an effort 
to forget all that had gone on. It was easier to simply accept the official report and mourn for their friend. 
After all, the only alternative theory of what happened that night was too far-fetched to ever believe. 

Or so they thought... 
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“But Mavrah wasn’t dead,” Nokama said slowly, still trying to comprehend what she had just 
heard. “He stole the Rahi somehow before the Vahki could move them.” 

“Then wound up here, where he stumbled on the Kralhi,” Onewa continued. “It’s a community 
of outcasts.” 

Nuju turned to Whenua, saying, “You knew all along. When we first encountered the beasts, you 
knew what they had to be.” 

“| wasn’t sure,” said the Toa of Earth. “Апа... Mavrah saved my life. And һе wouldn’t be here if it 
weren't because of me — my mistake.” 

“What’s done is done,” said Nokama. “But | think we should make a pact: In the future, no more 
secrets.” 

Onewa chuckled. “Well, we know who the most optimistic Toa is,” he said. “But it’s the absent 
one who concerns me. Where in Mata Nui’s name is Vakama?” 


The Toa of Fire was asking himself the same question. He had taken so many twists and turns he was not 
at all sure he could find his way back to the other Toa. But he had found a perfect spot to trap the two 
Kralhi on his trail. 

Now he was perched on a rocky ledge that afforded him a decent view of the tunnel. He would 
have to wait for both of them to approach before he could act, and then strike the rearmost machine 
first. The problem was by then they would be able to sense him too. Vakama held his breath and did his 
best to remain motionless. 

The sound of the Kralhi’s footfalls grew louder and louder. A moment later, both of them came 
into view, walking in single file in the narrow tunnel. Vakama forced himself to wait for just the right 
instant. 

The lead Kralhi lifted its head, looking in his direction. Had it spotted him? There was no more 
time to delay. Vakama launched the freeze disk at the Kralhi in the rear at the same as he hurled a blast 
of elemental fire at the lead machine. 

Ice and fire hit at the same time. The intense heat fused the components of the lead Kralhi, 
destroying its control centers. The Kanoka disk froze the other solid before it could react. The damaged 
Kralhi, its sensors blinded, stumbled backwards and smashed into its partner, shattering the second 
enforcer into a million icy fragments. Then it collapsed on the floor in a heap, sparks flying from its joints. 

Vakama dove from his hiding place and ran down the tunnel. Even at top speed, he barely made it 
clear before the Kralhi exploded. 

That should show Mavrah what | — what a Toa - can do, he corrected himself. If he has any sense, Пе”! 
surrender right now. Next time, | might not be quite so gentle. 
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Vakama гап on. Now free of pursuit, һе no longer bothered to remain invisible. A few small cave 
Rahi eyed him as he passed by, but none of them posed any threat. He did not even notice them. His mind 
was fixed on one thought: find the transport. 

Mata Nui must have been smiling upon him, for as he rounded a bend, he spotted the battered 
hulk of the Lhikan. It was beached in a small cove, resting lopsidedly on some rocks. The reason for that 
was frighteningly clear. Nokama had been right, one of the spheres was missing. 

Where is it? Vakama wondered grief-stricken. Which Matoran has been lost, and how will we ever find 
him? 


A lone silver sphere rested at the bottom of the lake. Monstrous Rahi swam around and above it, yet 
none dared to approach too closely. It was a dead thing, true, but it did not seem like food. One hungry 
fish had already shattered its teeth trying to take a chunk out of the object. 

Inside the sphere, the Po-Matoran named Ahkmou lay in unending sleep. His dreams were filled 
with Morbuzakh vines, four-legged monsters backed by hulking brutes, Vahki squads, and Great Disks. He 
had no idea where he was or why. His last memory was of sitting in the Coliseum and feeling a great 
weakness overcome him. Strangely enough, for a Matoran who had tried to betray the Toa Metru and the 
city, his final conscious thoughts had been: Where are the Toa? Why are they not here to save me? 

Safe in his sphere, Ahkmou slept on, awaiting a being of power that would awaken him someday... 


“Wake up!” Onewa shouted. 

The sound shocked Whenua out of his own thoughts and back to the situation at hand. The 
explosion had distracted the Kralhi for an instant, long enough for the Toa Metru to make a move. Now 
Onewa was struggling with a Kralhi’s tail, trying to keep it aimed away from his friends. 

“І could use some help here!” said the Toa of Stone. 

Whenua shook off his worries and grabbed hold of the mechanical monstrosity. The Kralhi was 
straining to turn itself so it could hook the Toa with its tools. Onewa waited until he was sure Whenua 
had a good grip, then let go. 

“Hold him steady,” he said, “and be ready to jump!” 

The Toa of Stone focused his elemental energies at the stone floor beneath the Kralhi’s feet. At 
his command, the rock split apart, opening a crevice into which the Kralhi fell. Whenua barely let go in 
time, stumbling back from the edge of the gap. 

“Now what?” asked the Toa of Earth. “He will just climb out again.” 

“No. | don’t think so,” Onewa replied. 

The sides of the crevice suddenly slammed shut. Then they slowly opened again, to reveal a 
sparking, partially mangled machine. Then the front and back walls of the crevice did the same, compacting 
the Kralhi into a perfectly square block of cables and machinery. 

“There,” said the Toa of Stone. “As a mechanized guard, he makes a good brick.” 

On the other side of the cave, Nuju was leaping and dodging to stay out of the way of Kralhi 
energy bubbles. He considered making a break for the tunnel, but thought better of it. The Kralhi would 
probably just let him go and turn its attention to Nokama and Matau. No, he would have to stand and 
fight. 

Even as his body twisted and turned to avoid the energy-sapping spheres, Nuju’s mind raced. The 
bubbles were incredibly powerful, generated from energy within the Kralhi. That opened some intriguing 
possibilities, provided he could keep the Kralhi focused on what was happening now and not what was 
about to happen. 

“They laugh at you in Ko-Metru, you know,” he said. “They call you ‘Nuparu’s folly’.” 

The Kralhi moved in closer, launching energy bubbles at a rapid pace. 

“We needed law enforcers,” Nuju continued, ducking and dodging. “Instead, we got dusty, clanking 
energy vampires. They should have just sent all of you to the Moto-Hub and turned you into Ussal carts.” 


There was по way to know if the Kralhi understood the words, but it certainly caught the tone. 
In the old days, Matoran who spoke this way to a Kralhi would have been sapped of strength almost to 
the point of nonexistence. Order had to be maintained; insolence had to be punished. 

“Or perhaps some furniture,” the Toa of Ice taunted. “We could have broken you down for tables 
and chairs. Think of the market there would have been for genuine Kralhi footstools and ornament 
shelves.” 

The Kralhi’s tail adjusted and locked on to Nuju. The end of it began to crackle as another energy 
bubble formed. Nuju turned and tried to run as if he were afraid, but, in fact, he was headed for a solid 
wall. Timing his moves to the split second, the Toa of Ice ran three-quarters of the way up the wall and 
turned the move into a backward flip. In midair, he launched ice blasts from both his crystal spikes. 

His power met the Kralhi energies at their peak. A double-thick coating of solid ice encased the 
end of the machine’s tail just as the energy bubble was about to launch. Now cut off from release, the 
massive energies of the Kralhi had nowhere to go but back upon itself. 

Nuju hit the floor hard as the Kralhi began to shudder. The Toa used his powers to form a sphere 
of hard ice around himself. He finished it barely in time, as the feedback sparked a violent explosion that 
sent Kralhi parts flying everywhere. Nuju’s sphere was blown backward and shattered against the stone 
wall. 

The Toa of Ice lay stunned for a moment amidst shards of his protective sphere and white-hot 
Kralhi fragments. Then he slowly dragged himself to his feet and looked at the smoking ruin that a moment 
before had been a powerful robotic guardian. 

“That’s the problem with machines,” he muttered. “They never think about the future.” 


Matau and Nokama had gotten the easy job. A simple wall of wind was enough to keep Mavrah’s Rahi pet 
at bay, while Nokama firmly but gently pinned Mavrah against the wall. She had no wish to harm the 
Matoran, just talk some sense into him. 

“We are not your enemies,” she said, urgency in her voice. “Call off the Kralhi and talk with us. | 
know what happened, Mavrah, and why you left Metru Nui. But you don’t have to stay here. You can 
come with us.” 

The Matoran struggled to break free. “Со with you where?” he said. “If you are telling the truth 
and Metru Nui is lost, there is nowhere to go. There is nothing beyond the river but death.” 

Nokama started to speak, then paused. For all she knew, Mavrah was right. They had only 
Vakama’s vision to tell them that the way to safety was through the Great Barrier. What if he had been 
wrong? What if there was no haven for the Matoran? 

Mavrah glanced over Nokama’s right shoulder. She turned in time to see a Kralhi’s forearm 
swinging at her. Too late to dodge, she rode with the blow as it flung her across the cave. Mavrah rushed 
to the water’s edge. 

“My friends! Hear me!” he shouted to the creatures in the lake. “The time has come to fight for 
your freedom!” 

Nokama shook her head, not quite believing what she was seeing. The waters were churning as a 
horde of giant sea Rahi turned and began heading toward the cave. The other Toa saw it too, and were 
no less stunned. 

“Those Rahi aren’t listening to him, are they?” asked Onewa. 

“Of course not,” Nuju replied. “Мо one can command Варі.” 

“Brothers! A little quick-help!” 

They turned to see Matau trapped between two Kralhi. The Toa of Air had summoned a 
windstorm, but the Kralhi were too heavy to be moved. 

“Which one do you want, right or left?” asked Onewa. 

“It makes no difference,” said Nuju. “You choose.” 


217 


One of the Kralhi stopped, as if listening to something. The next instant, a jet of flame erupted 
from its back, traveling rapidly down the length of its body. Before anyone could be quite sure what was 
happening, the two smoking halves of the machine collapsed. 

Vakama returned to visibility then, lying on his back on the stone floor by Matau’s feet. Using the 
Mask of Concealment to hide his movements, he had slid underneath the Kralhi and put his power of fire 
to good use. 

Matau glanced down and grinned. “Then it’s official, Toa-brother,” he said. “You do more lying 
down than Onewa does all day.” 

A second Kralhi emerged from the shadows to join the lone surviving machine. But the Toa had 
no spare moments to worry about them. Mavrah’s army of sea creatures had reached the shore, far faster 
than anyone had expected. The tentacles of a jellyfish-like creature erupted from the water, wrapped 
around Nokama’s legs, and began pulling her into the lake. 

Nuju reacted instantly, racing to use his ice powers against the creature. Before he could raise his 
crystal spikes, he was slammed by the powerful tail of a Rahi and flung across the cave. 

Then it was Onewa’s turn, reaching out with his Mask of Mind Control to seize control of the 
creature. Surprisingly, the Rahi fought back. It was left to Whenua to fend off attacks aimed at the Toa of 
Stone while Onewa remained locked in a mental struggle with the beast. Eventually, the Toa’s will won 
out, as the Rahi released Nokama and dove beneath the water. 

Onewa helped her to her feet. “Аге you all right?” 

Nokama nodded. “Yes, thanks to you. Another moment and | would have had to use my blades, 
and І don’t like hurting living creatures.” 

“Well, you don’t want to know what that thing thinks about,” the Toa of Stone said, with a 
shudder. “You would never go fishing again.” 

Nokama looked around at the chaos breaking loose around her. Vakama and Matau were fighting 
off both the Kralhi and a half dozen flying Rahi rays. Nuju was still waiting for the world to stop spinning. 
Whenua had his hands full with an undersea insectoid that was larger than him and twice as strong. And 
all the while, there was Mavrah urging the creatures on. 

“Help Whenua, and get Nuju back оп his feet. We need Піт,” Onewa said. “І am going to end 
this once and for all.” 


Despite himself, Mavrah was filled with joy. His friends had come when he called, just like he knew they 
would. Oh, they hadn’t beaten these Toa yet, but they would. Then everything would be right again. 

“Масогап!” 

Mavrah turned. Тһе one called Onewa was approaching, and һе looked angry. Тһе Matoran looked 
around, but there was nowhere to run. Instead, he stood his ground, refusing to show fear to some rock 
basher from Po-Metru. 

“This ends now,” said the Toa. “Call off your oversized aquarium before | show you what stone 
power can really do.” 

The Matoran laughed. “Апа if you trap me or knock me unconscious, what happens to your 
friends? Who will keep my Rahi from running wild? No, Onewa, accept it: you cannot harm me.” 

Onewa whirled at a familiar sound, one he had hoped never to hear again. “Maybe | can’t, Mavrah,” 
he said. “But they can.” 

The Matoran looked up. Fifteen Vahki Vorzakh had appeared above the lake, Staffs of Erasure at 
the ready, pausing while they decided whether to attack the Rahi or the Toa first. It was the sort of choice 
a Vahki loved. 

A sea creature rammed the base of the rocky ledge on which Onewa and Mavrah stood. The 
Matoran fell backward into the cave, while Onewa pitched forward and hit the water. It was only after he 
was under the waves that he remembered that stone does not float... it sinks. 


Onewa lay оп the bottom of the lake. Не had already taken a mouthful of water and his sluggish 
limbs would not allow him to rise. In his mind, he was back in Po-Metru at his carving table putting the 
finishing touches on a Kanohi mask. It was slow going. Every time he tapped his chisel into the mask, water 
gushed forth from it. 

Still, there was no rush. Unlike with most projects, Onewa felt no sense of urgency to complete 
the work on this mask. Rather, he was strangely calm. Something deep inside of him was screaming that 
he needed to stop working and get out of there, but the voice was so faint he ignored it. 

After all, what could be so terribly wrong? 


Mavrah sat up, shaking off the effects of hitting the hard stone floor. He opened his eyes, looked around, 
and wondered if he had lost his mind. 

The sights and sounds of battle surrounded him. Vorzakh were challenging some of the monstrous 
Rahi. They had succeeded in using their stun staffs on the creatures in an effort to render them mindless. 
But erasing the minds of creatures that virtually had none to begin with accomplished little. The Rahi 
simply kept coming, knocking the startled Vorzakh out of the air and then dragging them underwater. 

In the cave, four Toa Metru had formed a square, keeping their backs to each other. Elemental 
energies flashed as they defended themselves against Kralhi, Rahi, and Vahki. So far, no attack had gotten 
through to them, but they were so hard-pressed that they could not go on the offensive. 

Mavrah’s eyes widened as a Vorzakh veered sharply to the left and smashed into the stone wall. 
Sparking wildly, it slid into the water and vanished from sight. Nearby, Vakama and Nuju worked together 
against a Kralhi. While Nuju iced over half the machine, Vakama made the other half glow white-hot. 
Whatever mechanisms the Kralhi used to compensate for extremes in temperature were rapidly fused or 
frozen. The machine collapsed in on itself. 

It was all too much. The roar of the Rahi, the crackle of Vahki staffs, the howl of Matau’s winds 
combined to form an overwhelming wall of sound. The Matoran winced as he saw a Vahki slam into a 
Rahi, stunning it senseless and sending the huge creature plunging into the water. He turned away, only 
to see the four Toa being driven back by a half dozen Vorzakh. 

Four? he wondered. | know Onewa disappeared in the water... but where is Whenua? 


The Toa of Earth was wondering the same thing. He had spotted Onewa falling into the water. When his 
comrade did not immediately resurface, Whenua dove in after him. Now he was struggling to make his 
way through the turbulent water and relying on his Mask of Night Vision to light the way. 

Residents of Onu-Metru and Po-Metru did not normally form close friendships. Onu-Matoran 
were focused on the past, while Po-Matoran worried only about what work was due to be completed 
that day and how quickly they could get an akilini game going. But there was a connection between the 


two metru, whether their populations wanted to admit it ог not. Both were bound to the ground, опе 
mining the solid protodermis and the other turning it into the building blocks of the city. 

Earth and stone were brothers, and Whenua knew it. So he never thought twice about risking his 
own life to save Onewa. 

The beam from his Kanohi mask played across a strange shape on the bottom. It was Onewa, 
lying still, his heartlight dim and barely flickering. A school of Takea sharks was circling above the Toa of 
Stone, trying to determine if their prey was as defenseless as he seemed. 

Whenua rewed his earthshock drills and shot forward. The sharks scattered before him, confused 
by the vibrations in the water caused by his Toa tools. He knew he had only a few moments before they 
zeroed in again. A large ray tried to cut him off, but Whenua brushed it aside with a strength born of 
desperation. 

He grabbed Onewa and pushed himself off the bottom, fighting to make the surface. The sharks 
turned and followed. Whenua could see the ledge so far above. With the precision of the archivist he 
used to be, he calculated that he was never going to make it in time. 

The Toa of Earth kicked hard. If he was going to fail, he was going to fail giving it his best. In the 
back of his mind, he waited to feel the jaws of the sharks closing on his legs. 

There was a stirring in the water. Whenua glanced to his left to see a huge Tarakava approaching, 
its powerful forearms already striking out. The creature was obviously heading for the two Toa, but the 
sharks were not willing to give up their hunt. They turned as one and began snapping at the large Rahi. 

Hope flared anew in Whenua. He forced himself to swim the last few strokes and grabbed the 
ledge. With the last of his strength, he heaved Onewa out of the water and on to solid ground. He was 
about to follow when a blow from the Tarakava struck him from behind. By sheer will, Whenua held on, 
dragging himself painfully back into the cave before collapsing. 

Onewa coughed, spitting out water. He felt like he had been run over by a Kikanalo herd. Weak 
as he was, though, he found the energy to crawl to Whenua’s side. The Toa of Earth was hurting, but still 
alive. Onewa glanced up to see Mavrah watching them. 

“This is your friend,” the Toa of Stone said, exhausted. “He might have been killed. Doesn’t that 
mean anything to you?” 

The Tarakava broke the surface, a shark clinging to one of its arms. Despite its advantages in size 
and strength, it was obvious the large Rahi would not survive. 

“Or are you no better than them?” Onewa said, gesturing toward the lake. 

“Don’t,” Mavrah answered. “They are my friends, my companions...” 

Two flying fish closed in on a Vorzakh. It moved out of the way at the last instant and the two 
Rahi began tearing at each other. “І see,” said Onewa, contempt in his voice. “І see how you treat your 
friends. You put them in danger, you let them be hurt... | think РА rather һауе you for an enemy.” 

A Vahki spiraled earthward, taking two Rahi with it. Vakama’s flames drove a serpentine creature 
back under the water. 

“Look around you,” Onewa continued. “The Rahi you’re supposed to be protecting are being 
wounded, even killed. None of this had to happen. You can stop it.” 

A Rahi with a head shaped like an axe blade smashed its way up through the cave floor, bowling 
over the four Toa. A giant crab, dazed by a Vahki stun blast, slipped off its ledge and fell into the water. A 
school of sharks made short work of it. 

“But why bother?” said Onewa. “І mean, it was never about them anyway, right? It was about you. 
Dume was going to take your pet project away from you. No more secret passages, no more experiments, 
just back to the drudgery of working in the Archives. So you stole them and you slipped away, figuring — 
what? That you would find a way to make them tame, gentle little Ruki fish and return to Metru Nui as a 
hero of science?” 

The axe-headed beast tossed Matau aside like he was made of seaweed. The Rahi underwater 
were locked in combat with each other, churning up the lake and sending huge waves crashing into the 
cave. 


“You don’t understand,” Mavrah said weakly. 

“| understand that my friends — beings who have risked their lives to save Matoran like you — are 
in danger,” Onewa snapped. “І understand that your ‘friends’ have caught the scent of battle and are 
destroying each other. And | understand that this cave is going to be the last place any of us ever see in 
this lifetime.” 

Above their heads, the remaining Vahki were massing for another charge. The axe-headed marine 
creature had crushed the last Kralhi into a jumbled mess of machine parts. 

Mavrah shook his head. “No, no. This isn’t what | wanted. This isn’t how it’s supposed to be.” He 
ran for the ledge, yelling, “Stop it! Stop!” 

Whenua, still shaken, tried to grab him and missed. “Маугай, don’t!” 

But the Matoran was already at the edge of the water, waving his arms in vain. “Stop fighting! 
Please stop it!” Even if any of the combatants had been in the mood to listen, his words were drowned 
out by the sounds of battle and the roar of the waves. 

Whenua got to his feet and staggered toward the Matoran. He had made it only two steps when 
the largest wave yet smashed into the ledge where Mavrah stood. One moment, the Onu-Matoran was 
there; the next, he was swept out into the violent waters. 

The Toa of Earth charged forward, only to be grabbed by Onewa. “Whenua, no, it’s too late,” 
Onewa said. “Тһе Кай! аге out of control. You'll never find him in that. You'll be lost too.” 

“But he’s my friend,” Whenua said, even as he realized that Onewa was right. Nothing could 
survive in the cauldron the lake had become. 

“| know,” Onewa replied. “Апа so am І.” 


Vakama looked up to see Onewa and Whenua running toward him. Nuju and Nokama had just finished 
driving the Rahi back underwater and sealing the hole in the cave floor with ice. 

“Did you find the transport?” asked Onewa. 

“Yes, it’s not far.” 

“Then we need to go,” said the Toa of Stone, “while we still can.” 

“What about the Vahki? Won’t they ever-chase?” asked Matau. 

Onewa shook his head. “Stop worrying, Ussal rider, and start running.” 


Vakama led the way through the tunnels and back to the transport. While the others got on board, Matau 
flew ahead to scout. He returned in a matter of moments with a rare piece of good news. 

“All open-clear ahead,” he reported. “This tributary bypasses the lake and the Rahi-beasts and 
feeds back into the river.” 

Whenua and Onewa pushed the transport off the rocky shelf and back into the water, then swiftly 
climbed on board. No one said anything about the missing Matoran sphere. They knew that if they did not 
get moving, the other five spheres would be lost as well, along with all hope for the sleeping Matoran back 
in Metru Nui. 

Matau took the controls and they moved quickly down the tributary, each alone with their own 
thoughts. The sounds of battle faded, then grew louder again as they drew near the river. Then the 
transport shot through rapids and landed in another, wider tunnel. Behind them they could see the Rahi 
still battling Vahki and each other. 

One airborne Vorzakh spotted the transport. Immediately, all thoughts of the fight were forgotten. 
Something was fleeing. Vahki were designed to chase anything that fled. It signaled to its companions and 
a half dozen Vahki took off after the Toa, rapidly gaining ground. 

Vakama glanced over his shoulder and saw the mechanized guardians of Metru Nui closing іп. “ГІ 
slow them down,” he said to Onewa. “You stop them.” 

“Do you know what you’re asking?” answered the Тоа of Stone. “We'll never be able to come 
this way again.” 
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“Then we find another route!” Vakama said, loosing a barrage of fireballs on the oncoming Vahki. 
“We're going to find a new world, Onewa, and | don’t want Vahki to be a part of it.” 

The Toa of Fire’s elemental powers had not stopped the Vahki, but having to dodge his flames 
had delayed them and broken their formation. Onewa summoned all his energies and focused them on 
the roof of the tunnel. The rock was his to command, and by his will, a tunnel that had existed for ages 
began to collapse. The Vahki dodged the first stones, but the destruction continued, until finally the roof 
caved in all along the passage. 

The Vahki disappeared beneath an avalanche of rock. 

Matau brought the transport to a stop. All six Toa Metru looked at the wall of stone that now 
blocked the tunnel. “І feel like that barrier is a sign,” said Nokama quietly. “Almost as if the Great Spirit is 
telling us we will never return to Metru Nui.” 

“We'll go back,” Vakama assured her. “We must. We still have a destiny to fulfill.” 

“Before we can go back, we have to go forward,” said Whenua. “That was what Mavrah couldn’t 
see. He became so fixed on what he might be losing, he forgot to look ahead to all the future might have 
held for him.” 

Nuju nodded. “Like so many Onu-Matoran... and too many Ko-Matoran... he tried to hide away 
from the world.” 

A Vahki staff floated to the surface of the water. Vakama fished it out and snapped it in two over 
his knee. 

“But the world always finds you,” the Toa of Fire said, discarding the pieces over the side of the 
Lhikan. 
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The transport Фед іп the water. The last few tight turns had damaged some of the legs апа 
Whenua and Onewa were doing repairs. Nokama sat on the deck, her legs hanging over the side. She had 
cleaned Matau’s “Makuta fish” and was using a sharpened rock to whittle at the bones. 

“What are you making?” Vakama asked, sitting down beside her. 

“A trident, like the Ga-Matoran fishcatchers use,” she replied. “It will be a reminder of all we saw 
and experienced on this journey.” 

“| hope we are near the end. The water level іп the tunnel is rising. It will be completely flooded 
soon.” 

Nokama paused to examine her work. “Do you think there will be other Toa where we are going, 
Vakama?” 

The Toa of Fire shrugged. “І don’t know. If not, perhaps someday there will be. I’m sure our new 
home will have its share of dangers and the Matoran will need defenders.” 

“And we will be wise old Turaga,” Nokama said, smiling. “Good for telling stories, judging akilini 
matches, and watching Matau try to fly a Gukko bird without falling off. Can’t you just see it?” 

She slipped off the transport and into the water. “І think perhaps we should leave this place a 
remembrance of us, for we won’t pass this way again.” Using the sharp edge of her hydro blade, she began 
to carve patterns in the rock wall. 

When she was done, she turned to Vakama. “Мос as good as what Onewa would do, but... what 
do you think?” 

The Toa of Fire looked at the newly carved image of the six Toa Metru and smiled. “You should 
have been a Po-Matoran,” he said. “It’s a shame no one else will ever see this.” 

“It’s amazing! Amazing!” 

The two Toa turned to see Matau flying in excited circles above the ship. 

“| found the new world-home! It’s... it’s... you һауе to come see!” the Toa of Air shouted. 

“Can the transport get us there?” Vakama asked Onewa. 

“If | say yes, will he stop yelling?” 

“Probably.” 

“Then yes,” said the Toa of Stone. 


Long before they emerged from the tunnel, they were shielding their eyes from the light. Whenua, in 
particular, had to squint. “Mata Nui, if this place is so bright, how will we see anything?” he said. 

Then suddenly they were out on the open sea again, with a whole new universe around them. 
Light, blazing like the fires of the Great Furnace, spilled down from a bright, yellow orb in the sky. The 
waters stretched out to the horizon, with no great stone barrier to enclose them. Above their heads, 
seabirds wheeled and screeched what might have been a welcome or a warning. 

“By the Great Spirit... it’s incredible,” whispered Nokama. “Such beauty.” 
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She reached down and caught some water in her cupped hand. Cautiously, she brought it to her 
mouth and took a taste. She immediately spat it back out. “This is not water,” she said. “Not like what we 
knew on Metru Nui.” 

“You had best get used to surprises, Nokama,” said Nuju. “I think this world is filled with them.” 

Matau turned the transport and for the first time, they saw the vast island that would be their 
new home. It was many times the size of Metru Nui, with mountains far higher than those of Po-Metru 
and great expanses covered with vegetation. At first, Vakama looked at all the plant life and wondered if 
perhaps this place was the domain of the Morbuzakh. Then he saw that the growing things here were lush 
and green, not withered and blackened like the vines that had menaced his city. 

Nothing stirred on the beach. Beyond the birds overhead, there seemed to be no animal life on 
the island. The white sands looked as if no one had ever walked upon them before. All six Toa gazed upon 
the island with a mixture of awe, hope, and uncertainty. 

“Where is the power plant?” asked Whenua. “Where are the chutes? The moto-hub? Even an 
assemblers’ village would look good now.” 

“This is a wild place,” said Vakama. “We are going to have build our own lives here, for ourselves 
and the Matoran, without the comforts of Metru Nui.” 

“Right,” said Onewa, his voice heavy with sarcasm. “And then Matau will go live in a tree.” 

“The carver does have a point,” said Nuju. “It is a wondrous place, but how сап we expect the 
Matoran to live here? Can we build a civilization in this wilderness?” 

“We'll find a way,” said Vakama, with more confidence than Nokama could ever recall hearing іп 
his voice. “That is why the Great Spirit Mata Nui guided us here and kept us safe on our journey. This will 
be our home and our haven.” 

“Then why do | feel like we have left a paradise behind, in favor of a very, very strange place?” 
asked Whenua. Then his attention was drawn to the seabirds, which looked like nothing he had ever seen 
before. “What do you think those are? We never had anything like that in the Archives. How do they 
glide on the air like that?” 

“Well, Whenua is ready for our new land, | see,” said Nokama. “І think the time has come, 
brothers.” 

Matau piloted the transport to shore. Nokama could not stop looking all around her, thinking 
what a wonderful spot this would make for a Ga-Matoran village. Someday, she thought, hopefully. Someday 
Гу bring them all here. 

Then, one by one, the Toa Metru stepped out onto the sands of the island that would be their 
home for many, many years to come. 
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Мом... 

“And so we found the island of Mata Nui, though it was not so called then,” Тигага Nokama 
finished. “The Great Spirit had watched over us and helped us to find a place where the Matoran could 
live in peace once more.” 

“Then the carving | found in the underwater tunnel during my search for the Kanohi Nuva masks... 
the one of the six mysterious Toa —?” Gali Nuva began. 

“That was the carving | made, long ago,” said Моката. “І led you there because | wanted you to 
find it, Gali. | wanted you to see you are not alone. You are part of a great tradition. There were heroes 
before you came, Toa of Water, and others will rise after your destiny is fulfilled.” 

Tahu Nuva spoke then, clearly uncomfortable about what he had to say. “І thank you for sharing 
your tale, Turaga. But my questions are still unanswered. You arrived on Mata Nui with only five Matoran, 
leaving so many behind in the depths of the city. How, then, did so many come to live here? Did they 
awaken and escape the city?” 

Turaga Nuju clicked and whistled angrily at the Toa of Fire. Matoro looked at Turaga Nokama. 
“Do І have to translate that?” he asked. “І mean... he’s a Toa, and when he gets angry, things burn.” 

“| am guessing Toa Tahu understands the spirit, if not the meaning, of Nuju’s comments,” Nokama 
replied. “І suppose all this is our own fault — first, for keeping secrets from you, and then for believing we 
could share some of our past while keeping other doors shut to you.” 

She turned to Nuju. “We should have remembered, my friend, that Toa cannot stand a closed 
door.” 

“Then there is more to the tale,” said Tahu Nuva. “Why won’t you reveal it?” 

“Because it is not her tale to tell.” 

All present turned to see Turaga Vakama approaching. His expression was grim. Feeling the power 
and the wisdom that radiated from him, it was hard to believe he had ever been an uncertain Matoran 
forced into a hero’s role. 

“Tell me, Toa of Fire, of what are you most afraid?” the Turaga asked. 

Tahu Nuva thought back on all the enemies he had faced: Makuta, the Bohrok, the Bahrag, the 
Bohrok-Kal, the Rahi, the Rahkshi. He remembered all the battles, lost and won, all the mysteries solved, 
all the dangers he had faced and overcome. But no easy answer to Vakama’s question came to mind. 

“If you fear nothing at all,” said the Turaga, “then you are a fool and you will not understand my 
tale. Іс would be a waste of time to tell it.” 

In times past, Tahu would have reacted to such words with rage. But he had learned much about 
himself during the battle with Makuta and the Rahkshi. When he spoke, it was firmly and quietly. 
“Ignorance, Turaga.” 

“Explain.” 
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“| worry... Г ат afraid... that one day І might lead my friends into danger — even cost them their 
lives — because | did not know all that | should have known.” 

Vakama smiled. “Then you are not a fool, Tahu. You are a leader, for that is what every leader 
dreads. | hope it is a nightmare you will never see come true.” 

At Vakama’s words, Nokama and Nuju had turned away. There had been something in the tone 
of them that clutched at Gali’s heart. For a moment, she wished that she could block all sound and not 
have to listen to the stories to come. 

“You have heard tales of betrayal and hope,” said Vakama. “Of power lost and power gained. 
From my lips, you have learned of the paradise that was the city of Metru Nui. Through my stories, you 
have faced Makuta once more, when his darkness was newly born.” 

The Turaga shook his head sadly. “But you know nothing of what that city became... nothing of 
true shadow... and nothing of the terrible choices a hero must make. Choices that must haunt his every 
waking hour for centuries.” 

Vakama looked up. In his eyes, Tahu could see some of the fire that had once been there when 
he was a Toa Metru, long ago. 

“So this is what І will do for you, Tahu Nuva,” the Turaga said. “І will tell you another tale, you 
and all of your fellow heroes of Mata Nui. | will spare no detail. And when | am done, you will have a 
choice. If you wish me to be silent, | will say no more and you can be content with what you know.” 

Vakama’s tone grew as dark as Makuta’s lair. “Or bid me speak on, Toa of Fire, and | will reveal 
to you the shapes in the shadows, and the true meaning of fear.” 

The Turaga turned and walked away, leaving Tahu, Gali and Kopaka to ponder the meaning of his 
words. 
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The city of Metru Nui is divided into six parts. Each part has a 
guardian - a Toa - who watches over the Matoran who live there. 
However, something strange is happening: Matoran are vanishing 
and a mysterious plant is destroying the city piece by piece. The Toa 
have to stop the disappearances and find a way to save their city. 
Do they have the skills to solve the mystery? Or will they finally 
meet their match? 
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